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PAVART 

MARQUIS DE PONT-SABLB. 
HECTOR DE BOISPREAU. 
MAJOR COTIONAC. 
BISCOTIN, an Innkeeper, 
SERGEAKT LAROSB, 
MADAME FAVART, 
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SANS-QUARTIEB. 
LARISSOLLE. 
BABET, I 

JEAXNETON. I Servants. 



The FIRST ACT takes place at Arras. The SECOND ACT at Douai. 
The THIRD ACT at the Gamp of the Marshal de Saze. 



ARGUMENT. 



The scene of the > irst Act, is laid at Arras. Major Cotignac, 
^ accompanied by his daughter, Suzanne, arrives at the inn of M. 
BiscoTiN. COTIGNAC has come for the purpose of visiting M. DE 
Pont-Sable, Governor of Artois, to request that the oj9ice of Lieu- 
tenant of Police at Douai, be given to M. Laroche Tromblou, his 
cousin, who is to marry his daughter. At least, so he thinks, but 
Suzanne has other views. She is beloved by M. Hector de Bois- 
PREAU, clerk at Saint Quentin, wliose passion she reciprocates. 
Hector has also come to Biscotin's hotel, and is going to ask the 
Governor for the position of Lieutenant of Police at Douai, for him- 
self. This intention Hector makes known to Cotignac, and he 
also asks the latter for the hand of Suzanne. Cotignac doubts the 
ability of Hector to secure the coveted position, and promises that 
be shall marry Suzanne if he obtains it. Hector is satisfied, coji- 
fid«it that the-young lady and the place, also, are easily to be won. Bis- 
cOTiN has CGfncealed in the cellar of his hotel, M. Charles Fayart, 
■ dramatlitt mnd manager, the husband of an actress, with whom the 
^ Marshal de Swre his laUen deeply in love. Mme. Favart having 
repulsed the advances of the old rotte, he had her imprisoned in the 
Ursuline convent, at Caliibrai. The Marshal also wanted to put M. 
Favart in prison, but he fled, seeking refuge in the inn of Biscotin. 
Mme. Favart escapes from the ^sOftveat, disguises herself as a hurdy- 
gurdy player, and comes to BiscotTN*s inn. Here she meets Hsc- 
roR, an old friend. She tells him thlit sbe has come to rejoin her 
\. husband, who has contrived to send het a1fctS^«a^\^vCvci!^>cv« Vr^-^ ^ 
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ACT I. 
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E I. — A large room in an inn at Arras ^ opening at the badi^ 

on a courtyard. Doors y R. and L. Large fireplace ^ L. H. A '.V**/ 

ip door, c, leading to the cellar; tables and chair s^ R. and ^ J* 

At the back, two buffets filled with dishes. At the rise of 
r curtain, a number of travellers arrive at the back, and art 
eived by servants who take their luggas^e, Biscotin in C, 
th his cap in his hand.. 

No. I.— CHORUS. "THE COACH HAS COME." 

Biscotin, Waiters & Chorus. 
(Horn of dilligence off, enter travellers^ 

The coach is come, the coach must dine, 

Up with the joint, out with the wine ! 

Our spanking team lead to the stable, 

Set for us the groaning table. 
IN. This way ! There's room for all and more ; 

The table d'h6te's at half past four! 
TE. We'll wait upon you with good will, 

Though attendance is charged in the bilL 
STON. Which, of course, is bad for us ; 

But we do not make a fuss 1 
s. The coach is come^ the coach must dine, etc. 

Set for us the groaning table — 

Set us, set us the groaning table ! 

Meanwhile, ere on the food we rush, 

We think we'd like a wash and bniaK\ 
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COMIC OPERA IN THRfi^:'ACTS, 






By OFFENBACH. *'••>•: 
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ACT I. 






CENE I. — A large room in an inn at Arras, opening at the badi^ 
upon a courtyard. Doors, R. and L. Large fireplace, L. H. A 
trap door, c, leading to the cellar; tables and chairs, R. and 
L. At the back, two buffets filled with dishes. At the rise of 
the curtain, a number of travellers arrive at the back, and art 
received by servants who take their luggas;e. Biscotin in C, 
with his cap in his hand. 

No. K— CHORUS. "THE COACH HAS COME." 

Biscotin, Waiters & Chorus. 
{Horn of dilligence off, enter travellers^ 

The coach is come, the coach must dine, 

Up with the joint, out with the wine ! 

Our spanking team lead to the stable, 

Set for us the groaning table. 
ISCOTIN. This way ! There's room for all and more ; 

The table d'h6te's at half past four! 
ABETTE. We'll wait upon you with good will, 

Though attendance is charged in the bilL 
2ANNET0N. Which, of course, is bad for us ; 

But we do not make a fuss ! 
HORUS. The coach is come,^the coach must dine, etc. 

Set for us the groaning table — 

Set us, set us the groaning table ! 

Meanwhile, ere on the food we rush, 

We think we'd like a wash and brush ! 



his whereabouts. Hector tells her of his love for Suzanne, aad^ 
his intention of asking the Governor for the place upon which depends 
his marriage with her. M. Favart has a meeting with his wife. 
Upon the approach of Soldiers, Biscotin drives Favart back into 
the cellar, and giving Mme. Favart an apron and a jug, presses her 
into hfs service as a waiter ; Favart disguises himself also as servant 
Hector fails to secure the appointment. He tells Mme. Favart that 
had he got the position he could have passed M. and Mme. Favart 
ofiE as servants, and taken them to Douai. Hector states that the 
usher told him to send his wffe to plead for the place and he would 
get it Mme. Favart volunteers to assume the rdle of Hector's 
wife, goes to the Governor and secures the position for Hector, who 
goes to Douai, accompanied by Suzanne, M. and Mme. Favart, 
where the latter two await an opportunity to escape into Belgiuns* 
Hector, having assumed the functions of his new office, is about to 
give a fete to celebrate his inauguration, when he is startled by the^ 
arrival of the Governor, who, he fears, will probably discover the decep- 
tion that has been practised upon him. The Governor wishes to see 
Hector's wife. Hector prevaricates, but the Governor insists. 
The latter states that he is trying to find Mme. Favart to return her ^ 
to the convent. The Governor makes love to Mme. Favart, thinking 
her to be Hector's wife. He arrests Suzanne, sure that she i« 
Mme. Favart, and takes her to the Camp of the Marshal de Saxe, at 
Fontenoy. Mme. Favart arrives at the ciamp, and takes part in ji 
theatrical performance. The King sends her a bouquet, attached 
to which is a letter from the King to the Governor, requesting his 
resignation. By the appointment of M. Favart as manager of th 
Opera Comique, he is enabled to offer the position of prima donn 
to Mme. Favart. 
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ACT I. 
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CENE I. — A layge room in an inn at Arras^ opening at the baCfi- / j^^ 
upon a courtyard. Doors y R. and L. Large fireplace ^ L. H. A '-V**, 
trap door, c, leading to the cellar; tables and chairs^ r. and ^ J 
L. At the bach, two buffets filled with dishes. At the rise of 
the curtain, a number of travellers arrive at the back, and art 
received by servants who take their luggas^e, Biscotin in c, 
with his cap in his hand. 

No. I.— CHORUS. "THE COACH HAS COME." 

Biscotin, Waiters & Chorus. 
(Horn of dilligence off, enter travellers^ 

The coach is come, the coach must dine, 

Up with the joint, out with the wine ! 

Our spanking team lead to the stable, 

Set for us the groaning table. 
I3COTIN. This way ! There's room for all and more ; 

The table d'h6te's at half past four! 
ABETTE. We'll wait upon you with good will. 

Though attendance is charged in the bilL 
iiANNETON. Which, of course, is bad for us ; 

But we do not make a fuss ! 
HORUS. The coach is come^the coach must dine, etc. 

Set for us the groaning table — 

Set us, set us the groaning table ! 

Meanwhile, ere on the food we rush, 

We think we'd like a wash and brush ! 
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[At end ofwhich^ travellers ^o ^ R. and L., preceded by servant 

carrying luggage. EnfehCoTiG^JAC and Suzanne at back^ 
Suz. Come along, papa. '**•• 
Cot. {Entering,) Het&l am, my daughter. What a curious thing 

— I fell fast asletffi^ '^omeJJiing that never happens to me ! 
Bis, Why, it is Major Cotignac and his charming daughter! 
Cot. Good day,*3fstotin — good day. You see that I am faithful t< 

you, and;t*h^t*.whenever 1 have business at Arras, I always stoj 

at yojLir house. 
Bis. You'do me too much honor ! 

CoT.«**,5uzanne, take off your pelisse and mantle. {She takes then 
J^.l^^nd hangs them on a peg on the wall.) 
. pi§I/'How tall she has grown ! and how beautiful she is ! 
VJoT. Yes, she is very beautiful — beauty's in the blood of th( 
;\' Cotignacs. You see in her all that remains to me of 17 children 

Monsieur. My oldest boy would have been thirty-two years old 

He would have been in the cavalry had he lived. {To Suzanne 

ivho is looking off back,) Well, Miss, what are you looking a 

out there ? 
Suz. Nothing, papa. 

Bis. Are you going to stop long at Arras ? 

Cot. No ; I am going to return to the camp of the Marshal de Sax< 
Bis. Oh, yes, I see. They tell me that things are pretty livel 

there. 
Cot. I should say so. My daughter has made me bring her as fa 

as this where I have a visit to pay to M. de Pont-Sabl^, the Go\ 

emor of Artois. 
Bis. Oh, you have some business with our Governor? 
Cot. Yes; I have a request to make of him. Is this Pont-Sabl 

easy to get at ? 
Bis. Oh, yes. {Laughing,) Particularly for ladies. 
Cot. {Laughing.) Oh, that's it, is it? 
Bis. He is a very gallant man. 
Cot. I see. {Turns, and sees Suzanne still looking off.) Wha 

again ! ( Takes her by the hand and brings her down,) What d 

you see, Miss, to make you look out in the street like that ? 

Suz. Why, papa, I 

Cot. Oh, I know — ^you are looking to see if that young man ha 

followed us. Is it not so ? 



Bis. a young man ? 

Cot. Yes, an audacious young scamp, who, ever since we left Saint 

Quentin, has been walking on our heels. 
Suz. Oh, papa I On our heels ? How could that be since we were 

in a coach, and he was on horseback ? 
Cot. {Ironically^ On horseback — on horseback! On a wretched 

old mare for which I wouldn*t gi\;e three crowns ! We, in the 

coach, were always ahead of him, and 1 kept hoping that we were 

rid of him I 
Bis. Well? 
Cot. Well, no such luck; for no sooner had we entered an inn to 

change horses and refresh ourselves a bit, than we heard a voice 

outside in the yard, which said, " Waiter, a measure of oats for 

Aglde, and an omelette for me.'* It was he and his old mare 

who had overtaken us. 
Suz. Why, papa, if he has business in the same direction as we, he 

is free to follow the same road. 
Cot. Oh, you think so, do you ? Happily Arras is large, and he 

does not know at what inn we have stopped. I hope this time, 

that we shall not see him again ! * 
Hector. {Outside^ at back,) Waiter, a measure of oats for Aglde, 

and an omelette for me. {Enters at back,) 

No. 2.— TRIO & AIR.—" 'TIS HE I " 

Suzanne, Hector & Cotignac. 

Suz. 'Tis he ! 

Cot. What he ? 

Suz. He I adore ! 

Cot. Oh, what a bore I 

Suz. Ah, yes, 'tis he ! 

Cot. Well, we shall see I 

Hec, Sir, I bid you both good day. 

You and your charming daughter ; 
So quick you drove on your way, 

It was odds, I ne'er had caught her I 
Cot. That'll do, that'll do, young man ! 

Both you and your pretensions 
Are quite unknown to Suzanne ! 
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Hec. Dear sir, you must excuse roe ! 
Frequently sir, we have met ! 
Cot. Frequently met ! Frequently met f 
Suz. Oh, papa, do not fret ! 

Hec. Mutual vows we exchanged ! 
Cot. Mutual vows! Mutual stuff I 

Suz. Oh, papa, donk be rough ! 

Every star that glitters in the heaven above 
Has been a witness of our love ! 
Cot. Where did you meet ? 

Suz. Must I tell? 

Cot. Yes ; it were, perhaps, as well! 

Suz. It was not at rout or ball, 

In the madd'ning mazy dance, 
But over a garden wall 

First I met his loving glance ! 
Ah, It was Cupid's summer-time weather; 

Too quick the golden moments flew ; 
Music our hearts kept beating together, 
And the little birds sang too I 
Hec. And the little birds sang too ! 

Cot. {spoken.) Hang the little birds I 

Suz, What so sweet as lovers' dreaming, 
Silks and satins, take them all ! 
Rank and title, grandeur gleaming: — 
Give me one hour of that garden wall ! 
Suz. ) What so sweet as lovers' dreaming ! 



;.! 



Hec. S Silks and satins, take them all, etc. 
Cot. What so wild as lovers' dreaming ! 

Sure this fancy's worse than all ! 
'Tis folly rank I 

Would I had known of that garden wall ! 

Cot. Corbleau ! Ventrebleau ! And I never saw anything of it ! 

Suz, {Naively,) That wasn't my fault ! 

Hec No; nor mine. But now that you know all, I believe 
the moment has come to break the ice. {Bowing) Monsieur, I 
have the honor to ask of you, officially, the hand of your 
daughter. 



Cot. Can I believe my senses? Monsieur, I don't know who you are! 

Hec. Hector de Boispr^au ; clerk at Saint Quentin. 

Cot. {Disdainfully.) A clerk! A simple clerk! 

Hec. That seems very little to you , I know; but beforjs this eve- 
ning I shall be promoted. The position o£ lieutenant of police at 
Douai- is vacant. I shall obtain rt! 

Cot. You ? 

Hec. I have come to Arras to ask the Governor of Artois for it ! 

Cot. And what are your recommendations 1 

Hec. My zeal ; and, if I might dare to add, my merit ! 

Cot. {Laughing,) Ha ! ha ! So you have no other recommendations ? 

Hec. I hope that they will be sufficient. 

Cot. Presumptous young man ! know that I have come to Arras 
myself to obtain this place for my cousin Laroche Tromblon, wha 
is going to marry my daughter. So you can see plainly that you 
have no hope. 

Hec. Bah! I have confidence in my star ! 

Suz. And so have I ! 

Cot. What ! You break your promise to Laroche Tromblon ? 

Suz. That will make us even; he has broken enough to me! 

Cot. {Severely) My daughter! 

Hec. It was a cry from her heart, monsieur. Do not forbid the 
cries of her heart ! {Courteously.) May I ask, mon.sieur, your 
reply to the question I had the honor to ask just now. 

Cot. My reply ! Oh, you want my reply, do you ? Well, here it is. 
It is brief and to the point I Never shall my daughter marry a 
simple clerk ; but {sarcastically) if you obtain the position of 
lieutenant of Police at Douai— 

Hec. Well? 

Cot. Well, Suzanne is yours ! 

Hec. {Bowing.) That is all I ask, monsieur! 

Cot. {To Bis,, who comes down.) I feel easier now; he hasn't the 
ghost of a chance ! It is Laroche Tromblon who^will triumph ! 

Bis. No doubt of it I 

Cot. (71? Hec.) Now you understand me perfectly — no place no 

girl! 
Hec. Very well, monsieur ; I understand ! 
Cot. That being settled, allow us to leave you. (7> Bis.) Conduct 

us to our rooms. 
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Bis. {Opening do&r^ R.) This way, major. 

Hec. {Taking SxiZkXi'iik^^ hand:) A u revoirj Snzznnet 

Suz. Au revoirj Hector ! 

Hec. (Kissing her hand,) We shall be one another's always. 

Su2. Always, Hector! 

Cot. {Coming down and separating them.) £b, Miss! I {To 

Suz.) Follow me ! 

Suz. Yes, papa. {Throws kiss to Hec.) 

Cot. (^i/r/^«.r.) Ventrebleau ! I— forward, march I [They go off, tl. 

Hec. {To Bis.) Where are you going to put me ? 

Bis. {Pointing I..) There, in No. 6. 

Hec. {Taking his valise) All right. And to put my letters of reco^ 
mendation in order, and brush up my toilet a bit. [Exit l. 

Bis. Alone at last! {Looks around. Goes to back and speaks.) Jean, 
shut the street door. {Coming dawn.) At length, I shall be able 
to think of my poor prisoner ; His breakfast is very late. {Takes 
a plate and some bread from buffet. There ! {Looks around.) 
Now to open the trap! (Opens trap^ c, and calls,) Monsieur 
Favart ! 

Favart. {Underneath) Well? 

Bis. Monsieur Favart \ 

Fav. {Coming up half way through trap) Here I am I Ah, it 19 
you, my good Biscotin I 

Bis, Yes ; I have brought you your breakfast. 

Fav. {Coming from trap) Allow me, first, to breathe a little fresh 
air — let me take in some provisions ! ( Walking about and 
preqthfffg the air) Ah, I feel better now ! 

No. 3.^S0NCJ,— "CALENDAR OF BACCHUS." 

Favaibit. 

The bins were dark and di>«^y, 
The bottles old and musty, 
And o'er the vaults so dank 
The cobwebs flourished rank ! 
{Recit) But in that waste I found. 
As I had guessed before, 
To cheer my solitude, 
Some saintly men of yore I 
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I. 
And oh ! for the joy and the comfort, 

I received from Saint Peray I 
And the soothing of good Saint Julien 

Will in memVy last alvvay ! 
And when I called, to my summons 

Other fathers were not deaf, 
And they poured sweet comfort in me— 

Did Saint Marceaux and Saint Est^phe ! 
For, ha, ha, ha I 'tis not so weary. 

And, ha, ha, ha ! 'tis not so cold. 
And cellars arc by no means dreary, 

When hob-a-nobbing with the monks of old ! 

II. 
«« Oh, father I " I cried, "prithee tell me, 

If fate here my grave hath dug.'* 
Then Saint Marceaux he laughed and sparkled, 

And Saint Julien went " glug, glug ! " 
"Again shall I see my darling? 

Ghostly fathers, hear my prayer I " 
Then they positively chuckled, 

As if to say, " We shall be there ! " 
For, ha, ha, ha, ha ! etc. 

Bis. {Uneasily.) Not so loud ! If you should be overheard— 
Fav. All right. But isn't it too bad that I, Charles Favart, drama- 
tic author, and ex-director of the theatre at Saint Germain, should 
be tracked like a wild deer ! And do you know why, Biscotin ? 
Bis. I know nothing ! You are the son of my old master, who taught 
me my trade of a pastry cook ; you came here eight days ago, 
crying, " Conceal me I " I have concealed you, without asking 
you anything more about it ! 
Fav. Good Biscotin — O worthy pastry cook ! — you shall know all 1 
Bis. {Looking around uneasily,) Is there much of it ? 
Fav. It will be some consolation for me to tell it. Six months ago, 
Biscotin, I married a young artist of my theatre. Mademoiselle 
Durenceray — a rosebud, sweetNand fresh as mignonette! witty, 
apd filled with talent froxti head to foot! And, then, so good! 
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In fact, her goodness was the original cause of all my mis 
fortunes. 

Bis. {Astonished.) I don't see how ! 

Fav. I will tell you. Here the action of the play is increased by 
the introduction of a third person — the Marshal de Saxe I 

Bis. {Carrying his hand to his cap,) A great captain ! 

Fav. Yes ; very great, and very big ! He came to our theatre very 
often, and seeing her play La ChercJieuse d Esprit ["A Wo 
man of Spirit."],— a very successful piece, one of my own, — he 
became deeply in love with my wife I 

Bis. Ah !— -Good ! 

Fav. "Good" do you say? I did not find it so! The eminent 
chief counted upon his warlike prestige, but, after having made 
several endeavors to compromise the honor of my wife, was 
obliged to retire in disorder^ after having received a number of 
severe shocks to his self-esteem. 

Bis. That must have vexed him I 

Fav. It did, immensely I Then he swore to be revenged ; and, 
under a trifling excuse, he had Madame Favart shut up in the 
Convent of the Ursulines, at Cambrai. 

Bis. And what did he do to you ? 

Fav. He wanted to shut me. up, too,— not in a convent, but in a 
prison,— on account of some trifling debts that I owed. Warned 
in time, I managed to fly ; they persued me ; it was nip and 
tuck ; I didn't stop till I got here, where you received me as a 
brother, and shut me up in your cellar. End of Act let. 

Bis. It is very touching; but your position is not so bad, after all. 
Madame JE^avart is now assured of your safety, thanks to the 
letter I have been able to send her. 

Fav. Yes ; that letter in which I informed her that I was safely hid- 
den at your house, kind friend ! {Loudly.) Well, let this great 
captain search. We will never capitulate — never ! 

Bis. Don't cry out like that ! And, I beg of you, go back to your 
cellar ! (Opens trap,) 

Fav. Do you really believe that it is necessary ? 

Bis. Do I believe it ? I think you would, too, if you had seen the 
suspicious characters I saw just now roaming about the place. 

Fav. That settles it I {Going down trap,) I obey, my worthy friend ! 
-fii5« r^yz^fii^A/0t/Aep/aU.) Take your breaikfast ^th vou. 
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!*AV. (Half WO} down, iakes the plate.) Thanks ! {Gesticulating 
with pidte^y What a bitter mockery \ My wife shot up in a con- 
vent, and I entombed in this cellar I It is not thus that I have 
understood life in the interior I {Bell rings,) 

Jis. {Quickly.) The dinner bell ! This room will be filled with peo- 
ple in a moment. Disappear at once ! {Shuts the trap. Enter 
travellers and servants, r. & l. Enter Cot., r. and Hec. l.)- 

No. 4.— CHORUS, AIR AND SCENE. 

Mbce. Favart, Hector, Cotignac & Chorus, 

Cho. Now for the dinner, now to table 1 
Fixed price, seven francs a head ! 
Eat and drink as long's we're able. 
Cost's the same, as has been said t 

Cot. firing me cutlets, a brace or so, 

And a bottle of good Bourdeaux ! 
Hec. firing me cutlets, a brace or so, etc. 
Cot. Excuse me, I've taken this table I 
Hec. Yes ; but I thought that two might diae there \ 

Cot. You might, perhaps, I am not able ! 
Hec. {Aside.) Fine old crusty militaire ! 

Cho. Now for dinner, now to table, etc. 
Mme, Favart. {Outside,) 

0*er mountain through valley straying, 

I've wandered far from my home ; 
Old refrains on my mandoline playing 
To strangers, as I roam f 

{She enters, dressed as a hurdy-gurdy player. Salutes timidly.) 

And ever blithe I am and gay, 
Whene'er I trill my mountain lay ! 
!oT. {Spoken.) A nice little minstrel, 'sdeath \ Give us a touch of 
your quality. 
Mme. F. Varied, sir, is my collection, 

What you want, then, please to say ; 
Shall gaiety, or love's dejection, 
fie the subject of my lay ? 
CoT. No, no I Nc sad song as we dine ; 

hut troll a stave ol Nvar and vivcweX 
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Though some love melancholy, 
Some love clink of glass and tuck of dram I 
Cho« Sing no sad song as we dine, . 

^CHof' { But [ *''°" ^ *^^^^ °^ "^^ ^^^ ^°® ^ 
Mme. F. Thou<2;h I believe his word not, 
Ribbons of mine he wears ; 

He twists them in his sword-knot. 
And his affection swears ! 
Cho. Tra, la, la, la, la, etc. 
Mme. F. {Aside,) 'Twas here, they said, Favart was hiding ; 

I wonder where he can be hiding ? 
(Aloud.) Oh, kind gentlemen, your pity show, 

Ere on my way I go ! 

O'er mountain, through valley, etc. 
Cho. Bravo, bravo I Very good ! 
Mme. F. I'm ever blithe and ever gay, 
Cho. Bravo, bravo ! Very good I 
Mme. F. Whene'er I trill my mountain lay I 
Cho. Whene'er she trills her mountain lay ! 
(During which they sit at tables, R. & L. 

No. 5.-.AIR.— " AVE 1 MY MOTHER." 

Mme. Favart, 

Hearts clad in white, and pale the brows ; 
Both novice and nun wear a purer air ! 
Orisons rise ; unholy vows 
Of love or passion ne'er enter there ! 
As my beads I told, 
The abbess old 
Ne'er dreamt how my poor heart was beating, 
As one to the other gave greeting. 

Ah I " Ave ! my mother ! " (Imitating Abbess.) 
" Ave I my daughter ! " 
" Ave ! my mother ! " 

Deep is the shade of convent walls, 
And sombre at daylight's declining ray ; 

'Tis at that hour that mem'ry calls 
A voice and a toucli that are far away V 
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And an accent so dear, 

I want to hear, 
With rebel heart 'gainst my robe beating. 
Alas ! I hear naught but this greeting — 
Ah I *' Ave my mother ! " etc. 

Mme. Favart goes about to collect money which the travellers give 
her. She comes to Cotignac, "tvho fumbles quickly in his pocket 
and takes out his watch. Exit Bis. & Servants,) 

Cotignac. Two o'clock ! I have only just time enough to hasten Xo 
H is Excellency. ( Exit at back. All the travellers go off,) 

Mme. F. {^Looking about.) The coast is clear. {Goes to Hector.) 

HectoR; You here, Justine ? Why ! how does this happen ? 

Mme. F. Listen, Hector; to you I can tell everything. Your father 
was a friend of our family ; we have been brought up together, 
we are almost brother and sister, and I know that you would not 
betray me. 

Hector. Certainly not. 

Mme. F. Well, in a word, Favart is here. 

Hector. What ? 

Mme. F. Yes, concealed by Biscotin. I was informed of it by a 
letter that he managed to send me, and ever since I received it, I 
have had but one idea, and that was to rejoin my husband. 

Hector. But that was not so very easy. 

Mme. F. No ; for I was shut up in the convent of the Ursulines 
and closely watched. But that was exactly what urged me on to 
the trial. " What,'* I said to myself, " you, Favart, who have played 
comedy so much, cannot find a means of escaping ?" I looked 
about me and was not long in finding a way. I had only to deceive 
the good sisters, and I did it. Then 1 bought a hurdy-gurdy, 
sung along by the roadside, and here I am. 

Hector. Your story is very interesting ; but I must leave you. 

Mme. F. What is your hurry ? 

Hector. In two words, here is my situation. I adore a young girl, 

and I am going to ask the Governor of Artois for a place on 

which depends my marriage with her. 
Mme. F. Oh, then you are now going to the governor's house ? 
Hector. Yes. 
Mme. T. And you are pressed iot \AXcv&t 
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Hector. Very much. 

Mme. F. Then I won't detain you. 

Hector. Au revoir, 

Mme. F. Au revoir^ and good luck. 

Hector. Thanks. {Exit at dock,) 

Mme. F. {Putting her hurdy-gurdy on the table,) Poor fellow ; he 

appears to be very much in love ! Now, then, to find out where 

this worthy innkeeper is. 
BiscoTiN. {Entering and looking off at back,) That is strange ; 

those fellows look like police agents ; we must be on our guard. 
Mme. F. {Aside^ looking at him.) That must be he. 
BiscoTiN. Hello, little peasant, what are you doing here ? 
Mme. F. {Clownishly.) Excuse me, are you Monsieur Biscotin ? 
BiscoTiN. Yes, that is my name. 
Mme. F. Truly, truly, truly ? 
Biscotin. Didn't I tell you that was ray name ? 
Mme. F. {Natural voice, enthusiastically.) Then allow me to embrace 

you. {Throws her arms around his neck and embraces him,) 
Biscotin. {Shocked,) How dare you put such an affront upon me,— 

a man of my character ? 
Mme. F. Hush! I am Madame Favart. 
Biscotin. {Quickly tedding, off his cap^ Madame Favart ! pardon 

me \ I didn't know — 
Mme. F. ( With emotion) I thank you for what you have done for 

my husband. Where is he ? 
Biscotin. {Pointing doTxm,) He is there. 
Mme. F. {Startled,) Why, what do you mean ? 
Biscotin. {Showing trap.) In my cellar. 
Mme. F. Oh, the poor cat ! Open qukikly. 
Biscotin. Willingly, madame, but — 
Mme. F. But what ? 

Biscotin. Why, I saw some soldiers outside just now, and -— 
Mme. F. Well, then, you keep watch, while I go down to him. 
Biscotin. All right. {Opens trap.) But wait a bit ; I must break it 

to him gently. {Calling.) Favart ! 
Favart. What do you want ? 
Biscotin. Your wife is. here. {Hides the hurdy-gurdy and goes: f» 

the bc^k to watch.) 
Favart, (Overrpme,) My wife 1 Oh, what % shock I (DisappetfrA,} 
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Mme. F. Obp good heavens !* (Huns io trap:) Chariei ! Charles ! 

Favart. {Reappearing.) Here I am. It was only the sudden shock 
O Justine, is it really you ? « Come to my arms I 

Mme. F. With pleasure, only 

Favart. Come to my arms ; the situation demands it I 

Mme. F. Wait a moment; I have iW {Kneels close to trap.) Here I 
am. {Kisses him.) 

Favart. Let us embrace. {Tkey endnrace,) Oh, wliat a pathetic 
situation ! A man half shut up in a cellar holding in his arms his 
wife dressed like a daughter of the fields. It is enough to brjng 
tears to my eyes. 

Mme. F. Calm yourself. 

Favart. I won't be calm. I don*t want to be calm. This is the 
first agreeable moment I have experienced for a long time. But 
tell me ; how did you manage to make your escape ? 

Mme. F. I will tell you all about it. 

Favart. Wait a moment ; I will come up. 

Mme. F. {Pushing him back,) No ; I am going down. 

Favart. What, you come down into this cellar, into this rheuma- 
tism factory? Never! 

Mme. F. Let me go down ; it is more prudent. 

Favart. Let me come up ; it is more wholesome. 

BiscoTiN. {Coming down quickly.) Shut the trap ! the soldiers are 
coming. {Shuts trap.) 

Mme. F. The soldiers ! 

Favart. {Pushing up trap,) I brave them. 

BiscoTiN. {Shutting trap,) Will you keep out of sight 7 

Favart. {Pushing up trap.) The cellar again. Such infernal luck ! 
It may improve wine, but it hasn't me. {Disappears.) 

BISCOTIN. (Closing trap,) At last. {To himself .) They are on his 
track ; I am sure of it. Now then, madame, keep cool. 

Mme. F. Don't be uneasy ; I wilL 

BiscoTiN. {(jiving her an apron and a jug^j Here, take this apron 
. and this jug. Remember, now, that, you are Toinon, my new ser- 
vant. 
Mme. F. {Taking jug.) All right ; I understand. 

BISCOTIN. {Calling.) Babet, Jeanneton, all of you. Here are the 
soldiers. {Enter servants^ soldiers^ etc) 
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No. d— ENSEMBLE, RONDO & CHORUS." 

Mme. Favart, Le Sergent, Biscotin, Servants 
AND Chorus of Soldiers. 

Cho. After marching all the long day, 

Oh, what joy to moisten our clay ! 
For, after all, there is no labor 
So hard as trailing gun and sabre I 
But, duty done, we have our fun, 
Flirting, laughing, good wine quaffing, 

So, Mister Landlord, up 

Fill flagon, glass and cup ! 

Bis. Right, soldiers brave, be seated, pray — 

What's in the wind ? 
Le Ser. Oh ! all the day. 

We've tried to find, both near and far, 
A strolling player, called Favart! 
Mme. F. Favart I 

Bis. Be silent ! 

Le Ser. From information 

And profound excogitation, 
1 have made this calculation, 
That our man is here I 
Bis. Is here ! 

Le Ser. Is here ! Exactly I 

Bis. Not at all ! {Aside,) All's over I 
Mme. F. Never fear I 

Bis. What then ? 

iME. F. You shall see ! {Goes for flagon^ 

Gentlemen, each empty glass. 
Each empty glass let me be filling I 
\ Ser. Eh ? Who is this stranger lass ? 
Bis. Toinon. An honest wench enough, 
And very willing ! 
IE. F. So, sergeant, let's fill up your glass ! 
Ser. Oh, certainly ! You are very kind ! 

{Aside) Egad, she's charming 1 
Me you remind of Margoton, 
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Le Ser. 
Mme. F. 



Cho. 

Mme. F. 

Cho. 

Mme. F. 



Cho. 
Mme. F. 



My ancient flame, who was clever at a song, 
(To soldiers. But now, fall in, men ! Come along. 
Mme. F. Wait a bit. If you like a song, 
I know far more than Margoton ! 
Do you, really ? 
A moment stay ! 
You'll hear it is the truth I say. 
And that the chorus gay may be, 
See that you sing it out with me. 

And that the chorus gay may be. 
See that you sing it out with me. 
Yes, never fear, we'll give it out ; 
For you can sing, and we can shout ! 
My first he was a rustic lad, 
I loved him all the spring ; 
(I am an artless thing ! ) 

She is an, etc. 
And he was true, and I was glad, 
(Being such an artless thing I) 
When up came a sailor, 
A merry young railer, 
" Oh, come my darling, come," says he ; 
" I plough the ocean, not the lea." 
I felt there was nothing left but to agree, 
I am such an artless thing ! 
She is such an etc. 

Now spring was gone and summer past. 
But gaily we dia sing ! 
(I am an artless thing f) 

She is an artless thing ! 

1 thought this love would be my last, 

(Being an artless thing .) 
Then, shining and glancing, 
A soldier came prancing; 
And when he fell a-courting me, 
And praised the land, and blamed the sea, 
I felt there was nothing left but to agree, 

(I am such an artless thing !) 



Cho. 
Mme. F. 



Cho. 
Mme. F 
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Cho. She 19 such an, etc. 

Le Ser. & Cjho. Well sung ! A jolly snatch ! 
Mme. F. As good as Margoton, perhaps ? 
Le Ser. Oh, pooh ! On you she's not a patch ! 
Mme. F. Fill up again, and no heeltaps ! 
Cho. We drink, for so your will is ; 

We drink, because you are a little dear ! 
Come, be no more neat-handed Phillis, 
Fall in, and be our Cantineer ! 
Mme. F. Another drink, before we part ! 
Le Ser. This woman understands my heart ! 
Mme. F. Come, sergeant, fill but one cup more I 
Le Ser. This is a girl I could adore ! 

Cho. Yes, yes ! Fill up another can ! 
Mme. F. Bravo ! There spoke a proper man ! 
Cho. We drink, for so your will is, etc. 

B'is. They're very drunk ! 

Mme. F. Yes, very drunk ! 

Le Ser. Long live our beauty I 

Cho. . Long live our beauty ! 

Le Ser. But, gentlemen, we are on duty, 

For our search now let's prepare. 
Mme. F. You ought to seek him up that stair. 

Cho. What up that stair ? 

Mme. F. Yes ; up that stair ! 
Le Ser. I could have wished he were elsewhere— 

It is so singularly steep, that stair I 
Mme. F, (Aside, to Bis.) If ever they get up, 'tia plain. 

They never will 

Bis. Get down again ! 

That's the stair there. 
Mme. F. Gently, gently, gently, gently ! 
|{ Le Ser. All right, my love ! 

Bis. And I will show the way above I 

Cho. {Hiccoughing,) 

We drink, for so your will is, 
We drink, because you are a little dear; 
Come, be no more neat-handed Phillis, 
Fall in, and he our Cantineer ! 
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puri^g which soidiers 'drink 4md Mme. F. pHes them with lifuer. At 
end of chorus, soldiers go off R. staggering and reelings led by 
BiscoTiN. Exit servants^ 

Favart. {Showing his head,) Have they gone ? 

Mme F. Yes, I have managed to get rid of them. 

Favart. Then I am coming up. {Comes up.) At last we «re able 
to talk over our afEairs in peace. 

Mme. F. Not so fast ; we arc not free yet. 

Favart. Why, what more is there ? 

Mme. F. Some of those that I have made drunk wrll probably go 
to sleep, but what will prevent their waking at any moment ? 

Favart. Well, then, what shall we do ? 

Mme. F. We must fly at once. 

Favart. {Heroically,) Fly ! fly ! did you say ? I fly? (Changing 
his tone,) Yes ; in fact, that is a good idea. 

Mme. F. The next thing to do is to put the idea into execution ; 
and to do that we must hit upon some plan. 

Favart. A plan, — that concerns me. It is a scene to be written in. 

Mme. F. Let us search diligently. 

Favart. Hold on, I have it, in embryo. The first thing I mtt$t 
do is to disguise myself. 

Mme. F. You are right. 

Favart. {Pointing l.) That is the room where they keep the ser- 
vants' clothes, I am going to make a peasant of myself. 

Mme. F. Very good; but what shall we do afterwards? 

FAVAiiT. The siniple^l: thingis are always the best. Let us follo!^ 

.- .pur noses and go straight ahead. 

,Mme. F. But without money, without papers, we shouldn't get very 
far. 

Favakt. That is so ; I didn't think of that 

Mme. F. Never mind ; leave it all to me; I will find some way or 

other. 
Favart, {Admiring her.) There is a fellow-worker for you. I 

will do the looking and she will find the means. I am going now 

to dress myself. {Exit l.) 
Mme. F. I must find some means of getting away. But how ? how ? 

{Hector enters at back and comes down gloomily. She runs to 

hi^,) Ah 9 Hector, I have seen my poor Favart again ! 
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Hector* {Preoccupied,) So much the better. I am glad for your 

sake. 
Mme. F. But he is tracked, pursued, and I don't know how we are 

going to get away from here. 

Hector. (^Bitterly ) There would have been an easy way 

Mme. F. (jQjukkly.) How ? 

Hector. If I had obtained the place I asked for. Then I should 

have been able to have passed you off as my servants, and taken 

both of you with me to Douai. 
Mme. F. That is true. 
Hector. In my own carriage. 
Mme. F. The carriage of the Lieutenant of Police ? 
Hector. Why not ? They would never think of searching that. 
Mme. F. That is so. Oh, my dear Hector, we are saved ! 
Hector. Yes, but I didnH get the place. 
Mme. F. Tell me all about it. 
Hector. I went to the hotel of ^le governor, and he wouldn't 

even receive me. 
Mme. F. You ought to have persisted. 
Hector. That's just what I did do. I took the usher aside, 

slipped a louis into his hand, and begged him to interest himself 

for me. Then he winked at me, and said in a low voice, ^* Send 

your wife, send your wife, and your business is as good as settled,'' 

And that was all I was able to get out of lum. 
Mme. F. Oh, I understand ; the Marqnis is aa old rm^ f 
Hector. That 's jisst it; and his cepotatten ^sc«ms to be weQ es* 

tablisteii tie loves to have the wives of his infenon solidt 

^vors Itorn him. No advancement without that. There are nd 

services a person can render that have any weight against a saucy, 

turn-up nose and a pair of pretty eyes. Oh, if I only had a wife on 

hand ! 
Mme. F. What an idea ! 
Hector. You are right; that isn't common-sense. Now I have 

got but one thing to do. 
M^iE. F. What is that ? 
Hector. I am going to write to Suzanne that I shall not be able 

to marry her because I am not already married. {Exit L.) 
Mme. F. Oh, if he had only secured that place, my poor Favart and 
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I would have been laved. The means we sought have escaped us* 
But why shouldn't he obtain this place ; it is only necessary that 
they should believe him to be married, and that he should have 
a wife for an hour, — and he shall have one. I will be that wife. 
I am going to find the governor. I shall know so well how to 
cajole him, the wretch, that I shall triumph over all these provin- 
cials ; but then I shall be no longer Madame Favart. {Starts to 
^o.) It is very risky, — yes, indeed, it is too risky, — but what 
does it matter after all ? Having resisted the love of Marshal de 
Saxe, I shall know how to keep this old governor at a respectful 
distance. I shall hesitate no longer. {Starts to go and returns,^ 
Yes, but I can't present myself at his hotel ia this costume. 
{JSees Svz ASHE'S pettsse and mantleJ) Ah, this pelisse, this mantle, 
they will do perfectly. I don't know who they belong to, but I 
can't help it ; everything is fair in love and war. {Puts on pelisse 
and mantle.) Now, then, to play the comedy ; and do your best, 
Madame Favart, for it is for your own benefit. {Exit at back 
at the same time as Hector enters l.) 

Hector. {With a letter in his hand.) I have finished my letter. 
{Seeing Mme. F. at back,) There she is. {Going up,) Suzanne I 
Suzanne ! She doesn't answer. She is running away from me. 
Suzanne ! 

Suzanne. {Entering k.) What is it? 

Hector. {Astonished.) Why, how is it that you came from that 
side when I just saw you going out there at the back? Are 
you double ? 

Suzanne. Good heavens ! have you become mad ? 

Hector. It wouldn't astonish me much if I had. {IVitk emotion 
holding out the letter.) Suzanne, read this letter that I have 
written, and you will understand everything. 

Suzanne. {Taking letter.) Let us see. {Comes down k.^ Hector 
falls into the chair at table with his head in his hands.) 

Favart. {Entering l., dressed as afarfn servant.) Here I am, atf 
dressed. Where is my wife ? {Goes up stage.) 

Suzanne. {After having recul.) Have you no further hopes of get- 
ting this place ? 

Hector. {Turning towards her.) None at all. 

Favart. {At the back.) {Aside.) Why, it is Boispr^u. Whut is 
. he doing here? 
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No. 7.— TRIO.— "FAREWELL, SUZANNE." 

SuzAKNE, Hector, Favart. 

Hec. Farewell, Suzanne ! Our dream is over ; 
Fortune has done her worst at last I 
Ne'er we'll meet as lover meets lover — 
Think of me, when you recall the past I 
Suz. Ah, heaven ! And whither would you go ? 

Hec To battle's front, where death may lay me low I 

Fav. Stop a bit ! Your trouble I know it ! 
Suz. Who's that ? 

Hec. {Aside, to Suz.) Favart — only a poet I 
Fav. Yes, lady,— do not look surprised ; 
I am a poet, though disguised ! 
And well I know I cannot seem 
The peasant of a maiden's dream ; 
But try me, and you'll find, mayhap. 
There's brain beneath this cotton cap I 
Suz. & Hec. Oh, sir, is there hope for us — say ? 
Fav. Of course there is I 

And thus I'd write your little play: 

(Spoken,) Act ist 

Pair of lovers meet. 

Stolen vows are swcct-^ 

Sighs, etcetera ! 

Love is all in :all 

On a garden wali-« 

Never heed papa! 

All. Pair of lovers meet, etc. 

Fav. You're found out, eomelioir, 

Then tiiere is a rcnr 1 

Suz. Yes I ^as, too true I 

Hec. & Fav. Do I not say tn» ? 

Fay. Father very mad, 

Lovers very sad I 

Suz. ) 

HEC.V'Wlwrttref'we Hodof 

Fav. ) { you > 

Fav. Filial affection,' 
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Copious genuflection, 




Lady's tears like rain ! 




The gentleman despairio/E* 




Papa wildly swearing — 




All your efforts vain ! 




End of the first Act 1 


All. 


End of the first Act ! 


Fav. 


{Spoken.) 2d Act. 




Ah ! Lover murmurs " flv 1 *• 




Lady wipes her eye ; 




Order coach and four I 




Balcony and rope — 




Youthful pair elope, 




Though Pa bolts the door I 


All. 


Lover murmurs " fly I " etc 


Fav. 


{Spoken.) 3d Act. 




Morning pale reveals 




Papa's venging wheels — 


All. 


Nearer still they dash I 


Fav. 


Yet on them you gain, 




Till, beneath the strain. 




Down your coach goes smash t 


uz. & Hec. Down our coach, etc. 


Fav. 


On your knees you fall, 




And for pity call 


All. 


On the mountain brow ! 


Fav. 


Father darkly scowling, 




Daughter loudly howling— 




To his will you bow 1 


uz. & Hec. To his will we bow, etc. 


Fav. 


Fathers, in the play, 




At this point give way. 




Bid the lady rise ; 




And reward devotion. 




Thus with fond emotion 


All. 


Streaming from their eyes ! 


Fav. 


" Well, take her, you dog," 




And, ** Bless you, my children 1 ** 


All. 


• Take her, you dog, etc. 
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Ah ! — Red fire at the wings, 

Whilst a chorus sings, 
Wedded joy to crown I 

Happy pair must stoop, 

Just to make the group- 
Ring the curtain down I etc. 

Favart. Now, everything is understood. All vou have to do is 

to go. 
Suzanne An elopement ! No, I refuse. 
Hector. And so I do. 
Suzanne. {Eyes filled with tears.) And now let us say good by, 

forever. 
Hector. {Tearfully.) Forever! 
Favart. {Snivelling.) Upon my word, they break my heart! 

Enter soldiers, peasants and servants. 

No, 8.~F1NALE.— (£Z) CHORUS, (b) AIR, {c) STRETTE, 
Mme. F., Suz., Hector, Favart, Cotignac and Chorus. 

Cho. Now the coach is waiting for that old Cotignac ; 

He's been gone for an hour, and he ought to be back. 
Bringing to his daughter the news that she must wed, 
Tho', we doubt not, she'd marry the wrong one instead I 

{Enter Cotignac.) 

Cot. Ah ! sapristi ! serpalotte ! ventre saint gris I 

The governor I went to see ; 

They kept me waiting outside the door, 

And cooling my heels for an hour or more \ 

And all that time, it would appear, 

A lady had the great man's ear ! 

And when, at last, she went away, 

A solemn usher thus did say : 

" His excellency won't receive I " 

The place is filled up, I believe ! 
Cho. The place is filled ! The place is filled f 

Hkc. The place is gone I The place is gone ' 
Suz. The only hope I built upon ! 
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Cho. Would that we might the new man see ! 

Who can it be ? 
Cot. Not a whit do I know — 
This is an awful blow I 

{Enter Mme. Favart.) 

Mme. F. Please, a letter has come to Hector Boisprdau, 

From the governor's self, and ^tis for you, I know. 

Hec. {Opening letter.) I've got the post — only read! 

All. Got the post ! 'Tis strange, indeed ! 

Hec. I wonder how it was ! 

Mme. F. Would the notion make you blush, 

That a lady plead your cause ? 

Hec. You, perhaps ? 

Mme. F. Oh, hush I 

Hec. {To Suz.) At last, my love, I'll call thee mine! 

Both. I am thine I I am thine I 

Cot. Not so fast ! Not so fast ! 

Hec. Why, you would not object ? 

'Twas a bargain, you surely must recollect ! 
Suz» & Cho, Yes, surely must recollect ! 

{b) AIR. — Suzanne. 

No I You will never make us part ! 

Yon dear old dad ! You dear old dad ! 
And this poor little heart of mine 

Will be so glad ! Will be so glad ! 
And did it try to be " stern father " ? 
And did the effort break down, rather } 
Now, look into my face just so-^you won*t say no? 
Promise, or else I won't let go I You can't say no ! 
And as I rest on thy dear breast, 
I feel — ah, yes ! — I feel you won't, you won't say no I 

(c) STRETTE.— COTIGNAC. 

This match, since doym my throat you bang it, 
Let it be 1 All the same— oh, hang it ! 
Fav. Here's the guard I 
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Mme. F. The guard I 

Fav. I am lost ! 

Hec. You're wrong ! 

{Loudly,) Where are my servants ? Must I shout ? 

You giddy maid ! You lazy lout ! 

Bestir, Benoit ! Wake up, Toinon I 

Fav. ) Just see us bustle ! See us run ! 

Mme. F. ) And ere you order *tvvill done ! 

Fav. The coach is on ! We must be gone. 

Hec. Come on, papa, come on, my bride ! 

And let us take our place inside. 

Ah, my darling one ! how happy is my fate ! 

Mme. F. ^ 
Suz. >• Yes ; but come along for the coach is late ! \Dilligence I 
Cho. ) 

Mme. F. But bustle all, both hip^h and low, 

Who with the coach are going ; 

The driver's had his parting glass ; 

The guard his horn is blowing. 

Cho. But bustle now, both high and low, etc. 

Mme. F. The night is far too bright for sleep, as on we're roll 

So let us all some merry snatch of song be trolling. 

Cho. The night is far too bright for sleep, etc. 

Principals with Cho. 

No sleep for us, as on we're rolling ! 

Let's some old song be trolling, 

While the team goes spanking on. 

We will greet the ruddy dawn,— Ah I 

Hec. And if the silv'ry chime of b^lls 

Shall minglp with the with the singing, 

'Twill make me think of marriage bells 

That soon shall be a-ringing 1 

Cho. And if a chime of marriage bells, etc. 

Suz. With thee the journey of our life 

Can never more be dreary. 

Nor yet the road we tread 

Together ever weary. 

Cho. Oh, may the journey of their life be never dfeary etc 

Mme. F. ^ Onward speeding; thro' the night, 
Suz. Hec. > Loving eyes shall be our light ; 
Fav. Cot. ) Birds are silent on the tree, 
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But we'll whisper tenderly. 
All. The time is getting on, 

So let's be gone ! 
Cho. Gick, clack, click, clack ! Hark to the whip I 
Our mettled steeds are neighing. 
The village dogs are baying ! 
Click, clack, click, clack, etc. 
Host and hostess, good night, good nip^ht ! 
Click, clack, click, clack, etc. 

At the end of the finale. Hector leads Suzanne towirds the back 
followed by Cotignac, then by M. and Mme. Favart, who carry 
bundles^ an umbrella, and small valise. The sergeant and soldiers 
salute. 

Curtain. 



ACT II. 



Scene I. Hector de Boispreau's house at Douai, A large salon 
with three doors at the back opening upon a park. Doors R. and 
L. L E., with curtains s fireplace L. ; a couch L. At the r. a small 
table with writing materials^ a bell, and a stamp. 

At tlie rise of the curtain Hector is seated at the table occupied with 
some papers, A police agent and an upholsterer are standing 
before hini^ hat in hand. 

Hector. (To the upholsterer,) Well, Monsieur, what are your men 
doing now ? 

Upholsterer. They are finishing the grand salon. 

Hector. Let them make haste, and do not forget that I give a grand 
file this evening, and that you have still this room to decorate. 
(Upholsterer bows and exits ^ {To police agent,) As for you 
Sergeant, I have read your reports. They are all right. Come 
and tell me this evening all that you may hear and see. Now go. 
(Sergeant bows and exits,) 

Hector. And now I must go and give my orders for the fite. 
{Exit Hector. Enter Suzanne and ladies.) 

Suzanne. I wonder If Hector will be pleased with what I have done, 
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No. 9.— SONG & CHORUS.—" THE DEBUTANTE.'* 

Suzanne & Chorus. 
Cho. Oh, madame looks lovely, and we're all so delighted ! 
You'll be the pride of the country side ! 
They say that everybody round has been invited; 
What a ball 'twill be ! Such as we seldom see ! 
Folks do not dance in this part of France ! 

Suz. Ah ! I feel new joy, a new delight ! 

And life for me begins to-night ! 

Ah ! may for me the breathing hours 
Be pure as are these simple flowers ! 
Cho. She feels new joy, a new delight, etc. 

Suz. The first dance that I danced with glee, 

Was on my own dear mother's knee ! 

The next I never will forget, — 

My awkward, school-girl minuet ! 

Older grown, what fearful joy 

It was — that first dance with a boy I 

Then that dear dancing, later still. 

That ended, somehow, in " I will ! " 

And so it is I feel to-night 

The rap ure of a new delight! 

The arm he'll give his happy wife. 

Is not for one dance, but for life ! 
Cho. And so it is she feels to-night, etc. 

Exit Suzanne and ladies. Enter Mme. TAVAKTy followed by Hec- 
tor. Mme. Favart, dressed as a chambermaid, begins to dust 
the furniture, 

Mme. F. {Her duster in hand,) Bravo ! The short speech, the 
gesture full of authority ; why, you were born to command. 

Hector. Do you think so ? I admire you, also, Justine ; you act 
as if you had been a maid all your life. The only thing I am 
sorry for is that you should be obliged to continue the impersona- 
tion so long. 

Mme. F. Well, I must be resigned till the time comes when Favart 
and I can find an opportunity of escaping to Belgium. 
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Hector. I hope that will not be long now. You must remember 
that it is only eight days since I arrived at Douai and assumed 
my functions as lieutenant of police. 

Mmel F. And that much more agreeable r6Ie of the newly married 
man. 

Hector. (Gayly,) Yes, I am indeed married. 

No. 9>^.~R0MANCE.— <*THE TWO EVES." 

Hector. 

I know 'tis an old, old story, 

But a woman now holds me thrall I 
Her love to me's dearer than glory, 

For is she not fairer than all ? 
On earth there are flow'rets more bright to me 

Than bloom in the heaven above, 
And if 'twas a lady who lost us our Eden, 

Another Eve gives us her love I 

Though the cold world may smile in derision. 

Ah ! their mocking is nothing to me ; 
My Paradise may be a vision, 

But if so, why so let it be ! 
On earth there are flowerets more bright to me, etc. 

Mmb. F. Pshaw ! I have done nothing to merit all that praise. If 
you only knew how easily this poor marquis was duped. 

Hector. Why, they say that he is very dangerous. 

Mme. F. He ! Not at all. The reputation is usurped. I brought 
it all about with a few smiles and eye-glances. 

Hector. Small change. 

Mme. F. Aiid all false coins at that, — he paid himself with them. 

Hector. No matter ; it was very reckless of you to present your- 
self as my wife, and if he shall ever learn that he has been deceived 
on that point, he would throw me into prison. 

Mme. F. Nonsense, you have nothing to fear. The marquis never 
leaves Arras, and no one knows this story but you and I. Your 
wife knows nothing about it ; neither does Favart. 

Hector. Luclcily, or it would make him spoil all his sauces. 

Mme. F. And that would be too bad, for he succeeds with them 
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marvelloasly. He has taken upon himself the duties of a cook 
in earnest, and upon my word he looks superb in his white s^pron 
and cook's cap. 

Hector. Superb is the word I 

Mme. F. I can*t look at him without laughing. {Skoivtng Favart, 
who appears at the back dressed like a cook^ Just take a look at 
that head ! 

Favart. Isn't it pretty? (Entering and standing like a servant 
receiving an order) I have come to take Monsieur's orders. 
What will Monsieur have this morning for his breakfast ? {^Chan^ 
ging his tone and giving his hand familiarly to Hector.) Good 
day, Hector, how goes it ? 

Hector. Well, my dear friend ; and how is it with you ? 

Favart. I'm all right. I am preparing a grand supper for you 
this evening. All the scullions are at work, and I do the com- 
manding with a ladle in my hand. I tell you, it amuses me im- 
mensely. 

Hector. I am glad to hear it. 

Favart. Besides, it recalls the days of my youth, my first state, 
when taught by my father, I helped him to make his celebrated 
cakes, those chef d'*oeuvres of lightness which he invented. 

Hector. And a good invention it was. 

Favart. It was a sublime invention, which proved that Papa Fa- 
vart knew his business. 

No. 10 — BOUFFE song.—" PUFF.'"— Favart. 

From the oven, hot and vasty. 

When you draw a noble pie^ 
How superb appears the pasty — 

Every tooth would like to try! 
But air is its only stuffing — 

It's proportion's but a dream; 
For good pastry is but puffing, ; 

And pies are not what they seem? 
And you'll say, when it you weigh, 

" 'Tis very, very, very, very, very, very light ! " etc 

Now, I think, one small admission 
You will make» as well as 1 1 
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More dian one big politician 

Bear resemblance to a pie ! 
With their own importance swelling, 

Everybody tbey would teach ; 
In the art of fudge excelling — 
Big in strut and loud in speech ! 

But you'll say, when them you weigh, etc. 

Hector. Bravo, Favart I You always have a song upon your lips. 

Favart. Always ; gayety and I are inseparable companions. And 
then I feel so safe here. 

MsfE. F. Well, I don't feel quite so safe as you do. 

Favart. Since when ? 

Mme. F. Since the day before yesterday. {To Hector.) Ever 
since the visit of your aunt, the old Countess de Montgriffon. 

Hector. Why, what do you fear from her ? 

Mme. F. I hardly know ; but while I was serving her with a glass 
of wine and a biscuit, she looked at me over her eye-|2:lasses with 
a singular expression, and said to you {imitating the manner 
of the Countess)^ ** Nephew, who is this little one ? " You replied, 
" It is Toinon, my servant." (Imitating the Countess.) '* Oh, it 
IS Toinon, your servant; hum, hum ! " And then she looked at 
me again over her glasses so steadily and persistently that I am 
afraid she has seen me play at Paris, and has recognized me. 

Favart. The deuce ! That would be serious. 

Hector. Yes, for this dear aunt of mine is not very amiable. But 
I am convinced that you are needlessly alarmed, and the proof is 
that when she left she did not make the least observation, and I 
even remarked that she was charming to Suzanne. By the by, 
where is Suzanne ? 

Favart. She has gone out to give the last orders for the fite this 
evening. 

Hector. The fSte of my inauguration, for which I have invited 
all the notables of the city. I believe that it will be a superb 

affair, and that {Loud noise at the back ) Hello ! what is that 

noise ? 

Mme. F. Some scuffle, no doubt, — or else some malefactor they 
are bringing before you. {To Favart ) Go and see, Charles. 

Favart. Immediately. {Exit; noise increases^ 
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Hector. (7<?Mme. F.) Listen! those are cries of joy. 

Mme. F. So they are. What can it mean ? 

Favart. (^Entering quickly,) Great news ! Great news ! Oh, tny 

dear Hector; what an honor for you ! 
Hector. What is it ? 
Mme. F. Speak quickly ! 
Favart. It is the Marquis de Pontsable, the governor of Artois, 

who has come to see you, and the crowd that has followed him 

has forced the gates. {Calling off at back^ This way, Mon- 

seigneur ; this way. {To Hector.) I must run and put on my 

livery. {Exit,) 
Hector. {Overcome,) The Marquis ! The Marquis here, at ray 

house ! 
Mme. F. {Repressing a cry,) Good heavens ! 
Hector. And you told me only just this moment that he never left 

Arras. 
Mme. F. It is a fatality. 
Hector. He will ask to see my wife. 
Mme F. No doubt 
Hector. He is here ! I am lost. 
Mad. F. Perhaps not. {Exit quickly L.) 

Enter the Marquis^ officers, servants^ and a crowd of peasants* 

No. II.— CHORUS & AIR.—" THE LADIES' PET.'' 

Pontsable & Chorus. 

Cho. Great man in peace, great man in war- 
Hail to the chief our Governor ! etc. 

Pont. Your reception so warm, seems absurd, at first sight I 
But, on reflection, 'tis only right I 
If great man e'er could be 
Deserving of applause, I'm he ! 
Therefore your homage pay to Pont-Sabl^ 

AIR.— Pont-Sabl^. 

Yes I date from the fourteenth Louis, 

From the age of snuff-box and fan ; 
Then a roud was a rou^, — 

JVot a colorless, honest man 1 



Then was diplomacy a science, 

For we never spoke the truth ; 
On our sword we placed reliance, 

In the innocent days of my youth ! 

Grace and wit hang round me yet, 

For still I am the ladies' pet ! 

Cho. > Grace and wit hang 'round him yet, for 
Pont. J Still J I^am J ^^^ ,^^i^^, ^^^ ^^^^ 

Pont. Now, then, all please go away ! {Ladies ) Oh ! 

No doubt, the ladies wish to stay ! (Ladies,) Ah ! 

Now little darlings, do not cry, 

And I will see you by and by ! 

Yes, grace and wit hang round me yet, etc. 
Cho. Yes, grace and wit hang round him yet, etc. 

\At the end of the chorus all the crowd go off but the officers who 

remain at the back outside^ 
PONTSABLE. (To Hectqr.) At last we can chat a little. Confess, 

now, you didn't expect to see me. 
Hector. (Troubled,) Well, really, I was far from supposing that 

you would do me so much honor. 
PONTSABLE. Some important business has called me to Douai. 
Hector, (Uneasily,) Ah, important business ! 
PONTSABLE. And you can readily understand that I would not stop 

anywhere but at your house. 
Hector. You are really too good. 

PONTSABLE. And SO you are settled in your new position ? 
Hector. Yes ; and I thank you, Marquis, for the favor you did 

me in nominating me. 
FONTSABLE. Don't speak of it. Your merit, your talent, and your 

great capacity for public business designated you as my choice. 

Hector. I am so confused that 

PONTSABLE, I -never allow myself to be influenced. Justice before 

everything. {Changing his tone.) And how is your wife ? 
Hector. My wife ! (Aside,) Now for it. (Aloud.) She is well, 

Monseigneur, very well. 
PONTSABLE. I am delighted to hear it. I shall hasten to present my 

respects to her. 
I^ECTOR. (Con/used,) Oh, yes ; you wish to present your respects. 
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PoNTSABLE. Why, of course. 

Hector. Of course, of course; but I am sony to say it is hspov- 

sible* 
Fonts ABI.E. Impossible ! What do you mean ? 
Hector. She has gone out. 
PoNTSABLE. Well, I Will wait till she returns. 
Hector. She will not return for three days. 
Po.nTSABLE. Three days ? 

Hector. She has gone to see a sick lady, whom she knew at board- 
ing-school, — she is eighty-seven years old, — I mean the lady^s 

mother is eighty-seven years old. So yoti see that — — 
Fonts ABLrE. It is too bad. I am very sorry. 
Hector. So am I. 

PoNTSABLE. — Could n*t you send word to her ? 
Hector. Impossible. For the sake of humanity — an old lady who is 

very sick ; and just think^ ninety-seven years old ! 
Favart. {Entering with two candelabraSj which he places on the 

mantel. He is dressed in a handsome livery,) Monsieur? 
Hector. What is it ? 
Favart. I have con^ to inform Monsieur that Madame has 

returned. 
Hector. {Aside.) Idiot I 

PONTSABLE. Good } for the old lady must be better. 
Hector. It is impossible ; he don't' know what he is talking abouf. 

{Making signs to Favart.) You must be mistaken. My wife 

cannot have returned. 
Favart. ( Without noticing the signs,) Yes, Monsieur, she has j I 

hj^ye just been speaking to her. 
Hector. (A despair^ a^ide,) He won't understand anything f 
PoNTSABLE.' j(7> Hectoi^.) What is the matter, Monsieur ; you 

appear troubled ? 
Hector. I, -3- not at all ; on tke contrary, I am very much pleased. 

{Quickly.) WiU you take a glass of wine and a biscuit ? 
Favart. A Savoy biscuit; we have some that are delicious. 
PoNTSABLE. Willingly; but by and by. {To H;£CT0R, ffp^fcafin^ 

Favart.) Who is this young man ? ^ 

Hector. He, — oh, that is Benoit, one of my servants. 
l*oNTSABLE. {Looking at Favart.) He seems to be very intelligentr 
Hector, Oh, y^fk, be is Very intelligent. {Aside to him,) Get out 
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Favart. Very well, Mcnsieur. {Going,) Oh, I forgoti 

Hector. What now ? 

Favart* Madame wants to know at what hour it is necessary to have 

the salons lighted up for Xhtfite this evening. 
PONTSABLE. {Astonished,) A fete / Do you give a fite this even- 
ing? 
Hector. {Aside,) Oh, the jackass ! (Makes signs to Favart.) 
Favart. {Repeating the gestures in astonishment,) What is the 

matter with him ? 

Hector. Yes, a Wxtle/etey that is to say, a 

Favart. A magnificent affair to celebrate Monsieur's inauguration. 
Hector. {Aside,) He must be crazy. {Aloud,) A few people — 
Favart. Monsieur has invited the whole city. There will be a great 

crush. 
Hector. {Aloud,) He will not keep quiet. 
PoNTSABLE. And you never told me a word of all this ? 
Hector. It was the emotion of seeing you so unexpectedly ; ana 

then I thought that your numerous engagements would not permit 

you to honor us with your presence, and 

PoMTSABLE. Not at all. On the contrary, it will be a great pleasure 

for me to assist at \.\\\sf^te. 
Hector. {Aside,) Well, I am in for it. {Angrily to Favart.) Get 

out! 
Favart. But, Monsieur, allow me — 
Hector. {Aside.) He is going to say something else idiotic. 

{Aloud,) Get out, you donkey 1 

Favart. Yes, Monsieur. {Aside,) I wish I knew what it was all 

about. 
PONTSABLE. How he scolds this poor fellow I {To Hector.) Will 

you allow me to give him an order ? 
Hector. Do whatever you like, Monseigneur. Consider yourself at 

home here. {Aside.) I can do no more. 
PoNTSABLE. Thanks. (To Favart) My good fellow, tell your mis- 
tress that the Marquis de Pontsable desires to present his respects 

to her. 
Favart. At once. Monseigneur. {Sees Hector making signs to him,) 

What is the matter with him, — he must be sick ? {Exit.) 
Hector. {Aside,) It is no use struggling further, — ^ I had better 

make a clean breast of it {Aloud,) Monseigneur, a word with 
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you. My wife, the lady you saw at Arras, will not be able to 

appear before you, because 

Mme. F. {^Appearing at the back dressed as a lady.) Place flowers 

everywhere ; refill the jardinieres, 
PoNTSABLE. Why, there is your wife now. 
Hector. (Aside.) Justine ! 
PoNTSABLE. {Going up.) How delighted I am to see you again, 

beautiful lady. • 
Mme. F. {Enjoying the surprise^ Monsieur de Pontsable, — what 

an agreeable surprise ! 
Hector. {Aside to her quickly,) You have saved me again, — 

thanks. 
Pontsable. I am perfectly charmed to see you again. Is the old 

lady better ? 
Mme. F. {Astonished?^ What old lady ? {Sees Hector making 

signs.) Oh, yes, thank you ; very much better. {Changing the 

conversation.) Shall we have the pleasure of keeping you long at 

Douai ? 
Pontsable. I don't exactly know. {Aside.) Now, to throw out my 

bait and examine my lieutenant of police. {Aloud, looking at 

Hectok, and emphasizing each word.) It will all depend on 

Madame Favart. 
Hector. {Quickly?^ Madame Favart ? 

Mme. F. {Aside.) What do I hear ? {Slowly approaches Pont- 
sable.) 
Pontsable. {Aside, looking at Hector.) He has changed color, 

— my information was correct. {Aloud.) Yes, I am here on her 

account. She has fled from her convent, and it is absolutely 

necessary that I should return her to it. In fact, I am ordered to 

do so by the Marshal de Saxe. 
Mme. F. {Forgetting herself.) The Marshal de Saxe I {Recover^ 

ing, indifferently.) The Marshal, did you say ? 
Pontsable. You will aid me, Boispreau ? 
Hector. Of course ; it is my duty to do so. 
Pontsable She has been seen in this city. Have you had any 

information regarding her ? 
Hector. None. 
Mme. F. None. 
Pontsable. That is singular I 
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Hector. But then 3rou know I have n^ver seen her. 

PoNTSABLE. Neither have I. 

Mme. F. (Aside,) Luckily. 

PoNTSABLE. And it is very annoying (/<; Mme F.); for they say that 

this comedienne is very cunning. 
Mme. F. They all are ; these actresses are all alike. Don't speak to 

me of the world behind the scenes, or I shall have a nervous 

attack. 
PoNTSABLE. I can readily believe it in one of your distinction and 

nobility of character. One can see, at first sight, the difference 

between these women and a woman of the world, like you, madame. 
Mme. F. You are a physiognonaist. 
PONTSABLE. I have been toid SO. (Kissing her hand, — Aside.) She 

is just my ideal ! ( To He-TOR.) But let us return to this come- 
dienne. I am going to sign an order of arrest for you. 
Hector. (Pointing to table,) Sit there, Monseigneur. (Pontsable 

sits, Suzanne appears at the back,) Heavens 1 my wife I 

(Pontsable writes,) 
Suzanne. (Running to Hector.) Here I am I 
Hector. (Aside quickly^ Be silent ! 
Mme. F. (Aside,) She will spoil everj'thing. 
Hector. (Pushing Suzanne towards door^n,) Disappear, or I am 

lost ! {Drops the curtain over Suzanne, who is stupefied^ 
Pontsable. (Raising his head,) What was that ? 
Hector. (Very muck confused,) Nothing, Monseigneur, nothing. 

I merely remarked what beautiful weather it was — for — the 

asparagus. 
Fa V ART. (Entering and meeting Mad. F.) Hello I my wife dressed 

like a great lady I 
Mme. F. (Pushing him towards door^ l.) Be silent 1 
Hector. (Aside,] Here is the other one, now. 
Mme. F. Not a word, — disappear. (Drops curtain Qver him,) 
Pontsable. (Raising his head.) What was that ? 
Mme. F. Nothing, Monseigneur, nothing. I merely remarked what 

beautiful weathei it was — for — the peas. 
Pontsable. My ears must have dereived me, then. (Giving a paper 

to Hector.) Here is the order. 
Hector. Thanks, Monseigneur. (Looking at the curtain^ L.) What 

a position to be in 1 



PoNTSABLE. But do not let this business interfere in any way widi 

yovLvfite for this evening ; and, my dear friend, I wish to ask yoa 

a favor ? 
Hector. What is it ? {Aside ) He frightens me. 
Fonts ABLE. {Indicating Mme. F.) The happiness of presenting 

your charming wife to all the nobility of the city. 
Suzanne. {Aside, behind the curtain) His wife I 
Favart. {Behind curtains, L.) His wife ! 
Hector. {Aside.) Oh, Lord ! it wanted but that. 
PoNTSABLE. Will you allow me to make a few changes in my toilet ? 
Hector. Certainly. {Calls,) Jean. {Servant appears at the back^ 

Conduct Monseigneur to his room, — the antique chamber. 
PONTSABLE. {Indignantly,) How ! The antique chamber ? 
Mme. F. It is the most beautiful chamber in the house. Go, my 

dear Marquis, and return to us soon. 
PONTSABLE. As soon as possible. (T'i? Hector, ^/Vfg'.) Boispr6aa, 

your wife is an angel. {At the back,) She is just my ideal! 

{Exit,) 

No. 12.— QUARTET.— 

Mme. Favart, Suzanne, Hector & Favart. 

Ah, 'tis too bad ! 

It is inhuman I 
Me to deceive I 

And me to trick I 
Confess, you wretch 1 

Speak, artful woman I 
Defend yourselves, 
And do it quick ! 
(To Fav.) Know then, that I can, sir, 

Clear myself at once ! 
{To Suz.) You shall have your answer, 
Jealous little dunce ! 
One chance I had only 

For you my bride to be ! 
And from your cellar lonely 
I had to set you free I 
To get at both our ends, 'bove all ways, there was one. 
Th'appointment ! 



Suz. 
Fav. 
Suz. 
Fav. 
Suz. 
Fav. 
Suz. 
Fav. 
Mme. F. 

Hec. 



Mme. F. 
Hec. 
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Hec. 


Th'appointment ! 


Mice. F. 


Now youll hear how our scheming was donel 




Well, we planned 


Hec. 


That a lady 


Mmb. F. 


Should court 


Hec 


The old Marquis, 


Mme. F. 


Who believed 


Hec. 


'Twas Suzanne, there^ 


Mme. F. 


While 'twas I. 


Suz. 


Good ! I see I 


Mme. F. 


And I won I 


Fav. 


(Pretty drama ! ) 


Mme. F. 


For we played 


Hec. 


Very well I 


Mme. F. 


But the game 


Hec. 


Isn't finished ' 


Mme. F. 


He must never 


Hec. 


Know the sell ! 


Mme. F. 


If he did, 


Hec. 


Then his anger 


Mme. F. 


Very soon 


Hec. 


We should feel ' 


Mme. F. 


Pd be popped 


Hec. 


In a convent, 


Mme. F. 


And he'd have 


Hec. 


The Bastile ! 


Mme. F. 


Yes, a convent I 


Hec. 


The Bastile ! 


Mme. F. 


So a march 


Hec. 


We must steal 


ALU 


Convent and the grim Bastile I 




No, no, lio, no, no, no ! 




So a march we must steal — 




Neither convent nor Bastile, etc. 




Is a destiny we feel ! 




So a march we will steal 1 yes, we'll steal .• 


Hec. 


{To Suz.) I fear, little wife, you must go away, 




And with some acquaintance try to pass the day. 


Suz. 


Very pretty programme, I doM\^\. tioX^ w\ 
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Leaving you, my husband — ^you I — ^alone with her I 

Mme. F. Really, my dear I- 

Fav. I'll be there, you know I 

Hec No time this for pouting ; go— 

my dearest life !^-do go I 

Suz. I reply— Not I? 

To leave thee ere my orange-blossom wreath is faded. 

To leave thee ere the waning of the honeymoon ; 
Altho' by me, my love, thou ne'er shalt be upbraided^ 
Still, I think, the sudden parting comes too soon 1 
No, no, husband mine I 
There I draw the line I 
ni honor and obey, 
If I'm not sent away I 
Grass widowhood will not do for me — 

No, no, no, no ! 
And I am here — and intend to be ! 

No, no, no, no ! 
I'm just where I mean to be ! 

Fav. Hec. > 'Tis well I 

Mme. F. \ Then let the bastile open I 
Suz. No, no ! for I will go ! 

Mme. F. I 
Hec. Fav. | ^^-^^^ • 

Suz. (Aside.) But, all the same, I mean to stay; 

Unknown to them I'll find a way ! 

All. Now we have laid our heads together, 
A vict'ry sure we may count upon ! 
But hide these heads till fairer weather 

Shine on us, and that old man be gone ! 
Then for loud laughter, but now be dumb ! 
The great man's here, the hour is come ! Ah I 

Now we have laid our heads together, etc. 
There's little time now for leave-taking. 
The Governor, we hear, his way is hither making ; 
So au revoir / 
We'll soon outwit the Governor 1 
Then, au revoir / 
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w At the end of which Suzanne goes off with Hector. 

'AVART. {Taking Mme. F.*s hand and bringing her down,) Your 

pardon, Madame Favart; a word with you, if you please. 
Mme. F. What is the matter with you ? 

Favart. Look me straight in the face — right between the eyes. 

Mme. F. I am looking at you. .What then ? 

Favart. What did your conversation consist of the other day with 

the Governor ? 
Mme. F. {Reproachfully,) You suspect me ! O Charles ! 
Fax'art. {Emphatically,) Of what did your conversation consist ? 
Mme. F. How fierce you look ! (Laughing,) Ha ! ha 1 ha ! (See' 

ing Pontsable at the back,) There is the Governor. Go ask 

him the same question. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
Favart. All right ; I will ask him. 
Pontsable. (Vety handsomely dressed,) She is still here I I think 

I look well enough to venture. (Advancing,) Ah ! beautiful lady; 

you appear to be very much amused. 
Mme. F. (Still laughing and pointing to Favart.) It is that fool- 
ish Bendit, who has been telling me such stupid things. If he 

keeps on, I don't know what I shall do. 
Favart. (Aside.) Good I she mocks me into the bargain. 
Pontsable. Really I This young man pleases me ; I will take him 

into my service. 
Favart. You, Monseigneur? 
Pontsable. Yes ; and here is something on account. {Throws him 

a purse.) You are going to do me a service immediately. 
Favart. (Astonished.) How ? 
Pontsable. You shall see. (Going to Mme. F.) A word with you, 

first. The other day, at Arras, traitress, you completely mocked 

at me. 
Mme. F. (Asi^e to Favart.) You see, you jealous thing ! 
Favart. (Quickly.) Pardon me ; I won't do it again. 
Mme. F. {To Pontsable.) I mock at you? Oh, Marquis ; how 

could you think me guilty of so much disrespect towards you ? 
Pontsable. Leave respect to one side. Since chance has procured 

me this charming ieie-a-tHe^ I am going to profit by it. 

Mme. F. But we are not alone. 
Pontsable. Oh, he's nothing but a servant. 
Mme. F. Yes ; but if we should be overheard ? 
Pontsable. I have taken my precautions, and it Is tKii-^ tbka.^ Vsa. hi>XL 
be useful, (Pointing to Favart.") 
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Favart. Me ? 

PoNTSABLB. Yes ; you will place yourself at the back as a seqtiiielf 

and if you should see the husband coming — 
Favart. The husband ? Oh, yes ; the husband. 
PoNTSABLE. You Will give me warning. 
Favart. Yes ; but how ? 
PoNTSABLE. {Looks arouftd and sees bell on table. Gives it to 

him,) By ringing this bell. (^To Mme. F.) You see there isn't 

the slightest danger. 
Mme. F, {Smiling.) You are right 

PoNTSABLK. {Pushing Favart towards the back,) Go now. 
Favart. Yes, Monseigneur. {Goes up,) Well, I am going to 

play a pretty character ! {Exit,) 
PoNTSABLE {comingdown to Mme. F. ardently,) The place is mine ; 

let us commence the attack vigorously. At last, madame, I am 

able to tell you that you are adorable, and that I love you to 

madness ! 

Favart. {Aside at the back,) How he has caught fire ! Just wait a 

moment and I will serve you up a little dish of my own making. 
{Disappears,) 

PONTSABLE. You are a goddess ; worthy of a more elevated 

position, and you shall have it, for you see in me an adorer who 

can gratify every caprice. Say but one word and I will cast my 

fortune at your feet. 

No. 13.— DUO, SCENE, AND BELL CHORUS. 

Mme. Favart, Pont-Sable, & Chorus. 

Mme. F. Conjure up not a glittering vision, 

Tell me not tales with grandeur fraught; 
Paint me not beauty's bower Elysian, 

Tm but a woman — tempt me not ! 
Yes, I know poor has been my marriage, 

For me life hath but few delights, 
And I feel I rather miss a carriage I 
Pont. {Aside,) (Egad! she bites! She bites!) 
Mme. F. But yet, to tell the honest truth, 

I like our bread and cheese and kisses \ 
Gold cannot buy you love and youth. 
And they are earth's greatest blisses 1 ■ -> : 
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Pont. Oh, very well I Just have what you please 
Of kisses, bread and cheese ! 
Yet I love you ! 
Fav. {Aside,) He loves her I 



Pont. 

[MK. F. 

Pont. 
Fav. 



I love you ! 
Is it true ? 

I am thy beauty's thrall — 
See, at thy feet I fall ! {Kneels,) 
My forces I roust call, 
Ere at her feet he fall. 



Pont. 



Fav. 



(Favart rings bell. Enter Soubrettes and Cooks with luncheom 
they form a group around the Marquis,) 

Cho. Sir, we hope this cold collation. 

Specially prepared for you, 
May meet with your approbation- 
Peck a little, try it, do ! 
What, idiot ! have you been about, 
To let intrude this rabble rout ? 
You told me, sir, to ring the bell. 
And that meant lunch, it seems, as well I 
• It was the bell, I could not tell — 
It was the bell— the bell ! 
It was his bell ! 

Oh, hang his bell ! 
'Twas the bell I 

In the future, 'twill be as well 
Not to trust too much to a bell ; 
For, like mortals, bells have a tongue, 

And carefully they must be wrung. 

If you'd tell the meaning of the belL 

Cho. Sir, we hope the cold collation, 

Specially prepared for you, etc* 

{Exit Soubrettes and cooks at end of Chorus^ 

*ONTSABLE. I will try again. Luckily, I have a last resort. {Ar^ 
dently,) Madame, do not repulse me ; you do not know what 
you refuse I A husband is only an indi£Eerent lover ; while as 
for me, I am boiling over with love, and you will find me ready at 
at any moment of the day to prove my devotion ! 



Ime. F. 

PONT. 

Fav. 
Ime. F. 

PONT 

Fav 



■i 



At a sign from Favart, 3ight upholsterers enter and place tketr t^ 
ders against the wall at the back. The eight scullions app^^f^ 
at the back. When Favart rings^ the upholsterers begin to tack 
emblems and shields on the wall, 

PoNTSABLE. {At end of chorus^ snatches bell from Favart.) Get 
out, sacre-bleu ! Get out ; all of you I {They all go off.) It is an 
unheard-of thing ; there is no name for it. It is impossible to 
make a declaration in tiie midst such a hulla-balloo. TU have to 
give it up for the present. {Quickly to Mme. F.) But you must 
know this thing, madame. I have hesitated through delicacy to 
tell you, but I will hesitate no longer. Since you repulse me, 
since you sacrifice me for your husband, let me tell you that he 
deceives you. Yes, madame; he loves another ! 

Mme. F What do I hear ? 

PoNTSABLE. Whom he keeps concealed in your own house. {Forci* 
bly) And this lady is Madame Favart. 

Favart. {Aside,) What ? 

Mme. F. {Aside.) Heavens! {Aloud,) Who has dared to tell you 
this? 

Pontsable. An old friend of mine whom I have not seen for thirty 
years, — the Countess de Montgriffon. 

Mme. F. {Aside.) I knew that she recognized me. * 

Pontsable. She has written me a letter appointing a meeting here 
this evening, and she has promised to point out our cunnin|^ 
commedienne. 

Mme. F. {Aside, very quicky,) I am caught, and all on account of 
that disagreeable old woman. I must manage to get away from 
here ; but how ? {Suddenly,) Ah, I have it I An attack of ner- 
vousness. {Aloud,) Oh, Marquis ! Marquis ! 

Pontsable. {Running to her.) What is the matter ? 

Mme. F. (Crying.) You have opened my eyes. He loves another, 
— and in my own house. Oh, it is frightful I 

Pontsable. Dreadful. 

Mme. F. Oh, how I sufiEer I I cannot appear at this file to-night, — 
my poor heart is broken. I am suffocating oh {Staggers.) 

Pontsable. {Catching her in his arms and placing her on the 
couch,) She is very ill. 

Favart. Oh, good heavens I {Aside to her while Pontsable has 
gone up stage,) What is the matte* with you ? 
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Mme. F. [Quickly, asid,') Keep quiet, — I am dying with laughter. 

Crying out.) I am suflocating, — oh ! oh ! 
Favart. {Aside.) A well worked-up fainting fit ! 
PbNTSABLE. {Calling.) Salts ! Vinegar, somebody ! Come quick I 
Hector. {Entering) What is the matter? 
PoNTSABLE. {Striking the bell.) Vinegar! Salts! Isn't there a 

chambermaid in the house ? 
Suzanne. {Entering, dressed as a maid.) Did you call me ? 
Hector. (Aside.) Suzanne 1 
Suzanne. {Passing in front of him — aside.) I told you I would 

find some means to remain here ! 
PONTSABLE. (7<? Suz.) Help your mistress ! 
MbiIE. F. (/« a languid voice.) Thanks I I feel better now. {Rising,) 

Allow me to retire to my room. 
Hector. I will conduct you there. 
Mme. F. {Haughtily) Don't trouble yourself! {To Favart.) 

Your arm, Benoit. 
Favart. {Offering his hand, upon which she leans,) Yes, Madame, 
PoNTSABLE, {Delighted) She is perfectly furious — all goes well ! 
Mme. F. {Going off, and giving Pont. ^ languishing look,) An 

revoir, dear Marquis I {Extending her hand.) 

Pontsable. {Aside— delighted.) Oh, what a look I She js just 

my ideal ! What a look she gave me ! {Low, to her, while kissing 
her hand.) Dare I hope ? 

Mme. F. {Low,) Yes, you may ! 
Pontsable. {Joyfully') Oh I 

Mme. F. When you shall have captured this Madame Favart ! 
{Exit, supported by Favart.) 

Pontsable. {Aside, joyfully.) She is mine I 

Hector. (T'*? Suzanne.) We have no further need of you; you 
may go . 

Suzanne. Very well. Monsieur. {Goes up ) 

Pontsable. {Looking at Suzanne.) Hello ; what a pretty girl ! 
Come here, little one ; what is your name ? 

SUSANNE. ' {Curtesying.) Toinon, Monseigneur. {Aside to Hec- 
tor ) She has taken my name and I have taken hers. 

Pontsable. Toinon; what a pretty name! It reminds one of the 

green fields. {Taking her by the chin,) Do you know, little one, 
that you have a most enticing face ? 

Hector. {Aside, furious^ Oh, before me too ! 

Pontsable. Here, my dear, is a louia to bu^ 2l ^q\^ ^xc^^'s* hC\^% 



Suzanne. Oh , thank you, Moneeigneur. 

PoNTSABLB. And a kiss into the bargain. {Kisses her.) 

Hector. {Unable to restrain himself.) Oh, oh, this is too much ! 

{To Suzanne.) Leave the room, you shameless girl. 
Suzanne. Very well, Monsieur. {Going aside.) He is jealous. 

Well, each one in their turn. {Exit.) 
PoNTSABLE. {Aside.) It is astonishing how rough he is to his 

servants. 
Favart. {Entering at back.) The guests have arrived. 
Hector. {Crossly.) Very well, let them come in, {The guests enter 

as Favart announces their names. 
Favart. The Count and Countess de Beaucresson, M. and Madame 

le Barrois, the Bishop des Ablettes, the Baron and Baroness de 

Verpillac. 

(Hector salutes the ladies and gentlemen,) 
Pontsable. {Aside.) I don't see the old Countess de Montgriffoa, 

Can she have broken her word ? 
Favart. {Announcing.) The Countess de MontgrifiEon. 
Hector. {Aside.) My aunt ; what an unlucky contre-temps i 
Pcntsable. (Joyfully^ She is here at last. 

Hector. {Having gone up to Favart.) Why, that is not my aunt ! 
Favart. Hush ! It is my wife. 
Fonts able. {Going to Mme. F.) My dear countess ; I was waiting 

impatiently for you. 
Mme. F. {Dressed as an old dowager and with a broken voice*) 

Good day. Marquis, good day. {Looking at him through her 

glass.) But how you have changed. You look all broken down. 
Fonts ABLE. {Vexed.) Do you think so ? I recognized you imme- 
diately. {Aside.) She looks like an ancient ruin. 
Mme. F. Ah, we looked a good deal better when we were young, 

But then, what can you expect ? You cannot eat your cake and 

have it. Ah, well, my life has been so full of good things that I 

do not complain now. 

No. 14.— VOCAL MINUET.— "AN OLD WOMAN'S DREAM." 

Mme. Favart. 

To age's dull December 

I think I'm come at last ! 
But there glows, at least, an ember 
From out the fire of my pasl\ 
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Yon and I then trod a measure, 
And 'neath the moon we sometimes met. 

Vanished all that dream of pleasure, 
But it thrills my being yet t 

With the music and the dancing 

Comes the spell of olden time, 
Like a lost ray of sunlight, . r 

Or a half-remembered rhyme ! 
I feel an old joy in me springing, 

Feel a new life in each vein. 
As back my thoughts are winging 

To my girlhood's days again I. 

No, no, no ! The vision leaves me ! 

Pm but an old crone once more ; 
And they come but to deceive me, 

Those mocking phantoms of yore I 
Aye, you may smile, for you have reason, — 

I know things are not what they seem ; 
Dance and sing ! for 'tis youth's season. 

But only let the old woman dream 1 
Let the old woman dream I 

PoNTSABLE. {Aside,) The deuce take this gay old butterfly. {Aloud.) 
My dear Countess, I thank you ior coming here^. {Looking at 

Hector.) Now I am going to unmask my batteries. 
Hector. {Uneasily ; aside,) His batteries ; what is he driving at 

now ? 
PoNTSABLE. I told you, Boispr^au, that I had come to Douai to 

arrest Madame Favau-t. You promised to help me. Well, (he 

work will be very easy, for it is understood that you have got 

Madame Favart concealed here in your house* 
Hector. I have ? 
Mme. F. Certainly, my cunning little nephew. 

Hector. But 

Mme. F. Oh, don't deny it, rogue that you are ? I recognized this 

little commedienne when I was here the other day. 
H;kctoii. {Aside to Favart.) Are you sure that it is your wife ? 



Favart. {Aside to kirn,) Let her alone ! Let her alone ! 

Fonts ABLE. ( To Hector.) Ah ! you are confused ; I want n» 

further proof. {To Mme. Favart.) It only remains for 3rou t^^ 

point her out to me. 
Mme. F. That was exactly what I came here for, but ^— 
Pontsable. But what ? 
Mme. F, It is impossible. 
Pontsable. Impossible ? 
Mme. F. You arrived too late, my dear friend ; the cage has beer=^ 

left open, and the bird has flown. 
Pontsable. Escaped ? 

Mme. F. Madame Favart left here over an hour ago. 
Pontsable. {Very much agitated,^ She has escaped me! Th^^ 

Marshal de Saxe will courtmartial me. I am ruined ! 
Mme. F. Come, come, calm yourself, all is not yet lost ; I Vnwr^ 

where she is. - 
Hector. {Stupefied.^ What? 

Favart. {Aside to him) Let her alone ! Let her alone \ 
Pontsable. Speak quickly. 
Mme. F. Not so fast ; take it quietly ; you are in too much of a 

hurry, — and at your age, too. {Taking a paper from her bag.) 

Do you know her writing ? 
Pontsable. Yes, I have some letters of hers. 
Mme. F. {Giving him the letter.) Well, then, compare them with 

this letter to my nephew, which I have intercepted. {Aside to 

Hector.) Scold me. 
Hector. {Aside to her,) All right ; I see. {Aloud) Aunt, have 

you dared 

Mme. F. {Severely,) Silence, Hector ! 

Pontsable. Silence, Hector! {Comparing the letter with sam* 

papers which he takes from his pocket,) The same writing, the 

same signature. 
Mme. F. Good. Now read it. 
Pontsable. {Reading,) ** My Dear Hector^ — I have left for Saint 

Omer, where I can find a refuge at the house of an old friend. I 

hope that at last I have escaped from my persecutors. Justine 

Favart." {Joyfully.) I have got her now. 

Mme. F. Yes, we have got this swallow at last ; but you must not 
lose any time. 
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PoNTSABLB. Not a moment 

Mmb. F. You must set out for St. Omer. 

PoNTSABLE. Immediately. * 

Mme. F. Upon my word,.k I/didn't have the asthma I'd go with 

you ; but make haste. {To lisCTOR.) Scold me. 

Hector. But, aunt 

Mme. F. Silence, Hector! 

PoNTSABLE, Silence, Hector I (To Favart.) Order my carriage 

immediately. (Favart goss up to thc^dck io^give the order,) 

Mme. F. And when you have captured her you/Will write and tell me, 

won't you ? 
PoNTSABLB. With pleasure. Good by, and many thanks. {To ^ the 

officers.) £"« r^«/«^, Messieurs, for St. Omer. {Coes/ajp quickly 

with the officers; everbody goes up to see them off, Paii^.) ' 

Favart. {Joyfully,) Gone at last. : : - 

Hector. At last. /- 

Mms. F. {Taking off her gown and wig and throwing away Her 

crutch,) Well, how do you think I acquitted myself? 

Hector. Superbly 1 

Favart. You were simply magnificent I 

Suzanne. {Entering^ still dressed as a maid,) Ah, Madame, I 
have he^ all, and you cannot tell how I admire you. 

Favart. {To his wife,) I will write you up an old woman's part for 

you to make your reappearance at the theatre in. 
Mme. F. That is all very well ; but the first thing we want to do is to 

fly and reach the frontier. 
Favart. You are right; let us start at once. {They all go up 

towards the back,) 
PoNTSABLE. {Outside, at back.) Guard all the doors and let no one 

go out. 
Omnes. He again ? 
Mhe. F. {Quickly.) Keep cool. {Enter guests and officers,) 

No- 14- (^/j.)— CHORUS.— "SOMETHING'S WRONG." 

Something's wrong ! What's the matter ? 

Pont-Sabld, soft and mild, 
Fumes and struts and makes a clatter, 

What can have made Vv\m >n\\^1 
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PoNTSABLE. But do not let this business interfere in any way witii 

yoMv/ite for this evening ; and, my dear friend, I wish to ask yoa ;- 

a favor ? 
Hector. What is it ? {Aside ) He frightens me. 
PoNTSABLE. {Indicating Mme. F.) The happiness of presentimrj 

your charming wife to all the nobility of the city. i 

Suzanne. {Aside, behind the curtain.) His wife I '4 

Favart. {Behind curtains^ 'L.) His wife! 

Hector. {Aside,) Oh, Lord ! it wanted but that. i; 

PONTSABLE. Will you allow me to make a few changes in my toilet f. 
Hector. Certainly. {Calls,) Jean. {Servant appears at the back^'' 

Conduct Monseigneur to his room, — the antique chamber. ? 

PoNTSABLE. {Indignantly,) How! The antique chamber ? -\ 

Mme. F. It is the most beautiful chamber in the house. Go, mf 

dear Marquis, and return to us soon. - 7 

PoNTSABLE. As soon as possible. {To}^v:cTOK^going^ Boispr6aa^ 

your wife is an angel. {At the back,) She is just my idealf 

{Exit,) 

No. 12,— QUARTET.— 

Mme. Favart, Suzanne, Hector & Favart. 

Suz. Ah, 'tis too bad ! ; 

Fav. It is inhuman I 

Suz. Me to deceive ! 

Fav. And me to trick I j 

Suz. Confess, you wretch ! 

Fav. Speak, artful woman 1 

Suz. Defend yourselves, 

Fav. And do it quick ! 

Mme. F. {To Fav.) Know then, that I can, sir, 

Clear myself at once ! 
Hec. {To Suz.) You shall have your answer, 

Jealous little dunce ! 
One chance I had only 
For you my bride to be ! 
Mme. F. And from your cellar lonely 

I had to set you free I 
Hec. To get at both our ends, 'bove all ways, there was one. 
^MR jr Th'appointmcnt I 
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Pont. And my woundrous brain, 

Will fill the poet's strain. 

Mme. F. > Fate our happy ties will sunder ; 
Suz. ) What will fortune bring, I wonder?. 

This old man has the power. 

Fate unkind ! Ah, surely thou art blind ! 

Fav. & Hec. Fate our ties now will sunder ; 

What comes next, I wonder? 

This old man, etc. 

Pont. Yes, my power now they're under 1 

All the world will wonder ! 

It is I have the power! etc. 

Cho. Fate now their ties will sunder, etc. 

Hec. Ah ! poor Favart I to think that you 

And your young wife are made to wear the rue I 

Pont. Much credit will to me accrue, 

I set my snare for one and captured two ! 

Fav. Poor wife of mine I to think that you - 

And I are now compelled to wear the rue I 

Cho. Wear the rue ! 

Mhe. F. I cannot manage to keep cool, 

To think Pve been outwitted by that fool! 

Fortune has been unkind ! 

Suz. No wonder she can't keep cool, 

To think she's been outwitted by that fool, etc. 

Hec. Pray, madame, manage to keep cool, 

And so, perhaps, you'll yet outwit that fool ! etc. 

Fav. & Cho. Ah, fortune has been unkind I 

Pont. A pretty brace, upon my life ! 

The husband fixed, now for the wife ! 

Formal recognition I'll obtain ; 

(To Suz.) Of talent great as yours, you must be vain I 

And you are Madame Favart I 

Suz. I ? 

Mme. F., Hec. Fav. Madame who? 

Pont. Oh, don't deny it ! 

All a acting's usele ss, so don't try it ! 

In fact, you'd better far confess. 
She's here, and in a servant's' dress. 
'Tis not the first time in her trade 
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Suz. 

Hec. 

Suz. 

Hec. 
Pont. 

Suz. 
Pont. 

Suz. 



She's played at being chambermaid 
The name she's taken of Toinon, 
So says the Countess MontgrifiEon . 
But, you see — 
Hush ! 

I am 

They trust to you ! 
You say you are ? 

What shall I do ? 
You say you are 



Pont. 

Mme. F. 

Fav. 



Pont. 



I am — I am — yes, I own it — 

Vm Madame Favart ! 

Yes, I will make a great sensation I 

Saved once again ! 

Oh, aggravation ! 

I sure must be yet green and young — 

I could not hold my tongue ! 

Now to the camp ! 

The gay camp of Marshal Saxe ! 
Which only your presence, Madame, lacks* 

MlUL F. (To Suz.) Dear Madame, do not look so glua 

But welcome trumpet and drum. 

I wish I in your place could go ! 

I like scarves, flags and all the show. 

Go, dear Suzanne, do not despair. 

And I will bring your husband there. 

Tambours are beating. 

Bugles blow greeting 
To lads with harness on their back ; 

War chargers prancing 

Swords brightly glancing — 
What court is like the bivouac ! 
. Tambours are beating, etc. 

Since it must be, 

A camp life for me ! 
And farewell to timid doubt and fear ; 

Powder give way, 

Before pipe-clay. 
And my maid shall be a cantineer ! 



(Aside,) 



All. 
Suz. 
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All. Tambours are beating, etc. 

Rataplan, rataplan, rataplan I 
Then, hark the war-point drumming ! 

Rataplan, rataplan, etc. 
A hero sure is coming, 
^^0*1 fought and won in battle's van ! etc., etc 



ACT III. 



% camp of the Marshal de Siixe^ at Fontenoy, At the L., a small 
wooden house with the sign '• Officers^ Canteen ^^ At the R.j a hand" 
some tent, A number of tents at the back^ ranged symmetrically. 
In the c, near the third entrance^ is an improvised theatre^ the 
front of which is supposed to be towards the back^ and the back 
towards the audience. It is built of four poles ^ with streamers on 
the top of them., is covered with canvas^ and has a cart-side on top 
of it^ on which are the words " The Camp Theatre?^ The stage 
is built about three feet above the ground^ and is reached by a short 
ladder .^ which faces the audience. The back and sides of the stage 
are filled with tents and trees. A play-bill is fastened to th^ 
wooden house^ L. 

\n animated tableau, at rise of curtain. Some soldiers playing cards ^ 
some sitting on drums^ others lounging about, vivandieres^ etc. 

No. i6.— DRILL CHORUS.—" RIGHT ! LEFT ! " 

ViVANDIERES. 

Dreadful bore it is this drilling, 

Making war a humdrum trade ; 
For a combat we are willing. 

But oh I don*t we hate parade ! 
All heroes want a little starching. 
All heroes hate a little marching — Ah ! 

Right! Left! Right I Left! 
So, it appears, all fields are won ! 

Right! Left! Right! Left! 
That is the way, the say, it is done ! 
Right! Left! Right! Left! etc. 



{Drill party breaks up, Yivandiers adv an d ^ 

Viv. Our brave boys shall ne'er want a drink I 

Cho Ne'er want a drink ! 

Viv. Tho' sabres gleam and cannon rattle— 

Cho. Tho' cannon may rattle I 

Viv. Of our danger little we think I 

Cho. Ah, little they they think I 

Viv. But with our own lads share the battle, etc 

Cho. Dreadful bore it is this drilling, etc. 

CoTiGNAC. ( To thefifers and trumpeters,) Break ranks \ 

Omnes. Hurrah for the Major. 

JOLiccEUR. ( To the others^ At last we shall be able to find out 

{Goes to tent r. , and is about to raise the curtain.) 
CoTiGNAC. Hello, Jolicoeur ; what are you doing there ? 
JOLircEUR. Pardon , Major, I was only going to look — 
CoTiGNAC. Well, what were you going to look at ? 
Sansquartier. Why, Major, Larissolle pretends that a wonoan has 

passed the night in that tent. 
Larissolle. There is no pretending about it. I saw her. 
JoLiccEUR. {Quickly.) A woman ! a woman ! is it really so, Major ? 
COTiGNAC. {Imitating htm.) A woman ! a woman 1 Just see how. 

this fellow takes fire. Yes, it is a woman, and a very charming 

one, too. 
Omnes. {Surrounding him.) Who is she ? Who is she ? 
CoTiGNAC. Ventrebleu ! • You suffocate me ; get away from me ! 

get away, I say. What a pack of stupid fellows you are. It is 

Madame Favart, if you must know. 
Omnes. Madame Favart ! 
Sansquartier. The celebrated comedienne ? 
CoTiGNAC. The same. In honor of the victory of Fontenoy there is 

going to be a great /Ste at the camp to-day. (Pointing to the 

back.) There is the theatre, and by and by Madame Favart 

wHl play before you all the part in La Chercheuse d^ Esprit^ — 

'* The Woman of Spirit," — which she created in Paris. 
Jolicceur. a comedienne ? My dream ! ( Trying to stroke his 

mustache,) 

CoTiGNAC. You had better let that alone ; yod are only wasting your 
tixne. {CottHnuing) And, what is mote, &Vie ii\Vl ^m.^ «omA 
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verses in honor of the Marshal de Saxe,'*— magnificent verses that 
Monsieur Favart has been hard at work composing since early 
this morning. {Roll of drum heard,) 

Omnes. What is that ? 

CoTiGNAC. It is the order of the day which will give- you all the par- 
ticulars of ih^fite, 

Larisolle. Let us run and hear it. 

CoTiGNAC. Halt there ; those who love me will follow me. . {They 
all run off.) How well they have been brought up ; wait for me, 
you scamps. {Exit) 

Favart. {Enters gesticulating and composing verses, Recites:) 

" O valorous son of Benofiit 
Whom a halo of glory sUrrAutfds — »** 

{Interrupting himself,) See to what I im reduced, — forced to 
write an eulogy upon the Marshal de Saxe. And all this time my 
wife is away from me with anothet man, and I am here with that 
other man*s wife. Th^ idea of my trying to make rhymes under 
such conditions ! especially when I need my wife's presence to 
inspire me. {Enter Svzki^lJE from teftf. Enter soldiers.) 

No. 17.— CHORUS & DUO.— "I FAINT! I DIE!" 

Suzanne & Favart. 

Cho. The great Favart, we'll soon be hearing ; 

Warm be your welcome, loud your cheering — 
Long live Favart I The great Favart ! 
Stz. I faint ! 

Fa v. No, don't ! 

Suz. I die I 

Fa v. You won't ! 

Suz. My heart is cold in mbrtal fright, 

Fav. What means this girlish fright ? 

Suz. Fain would I fly, 

Fav. Be brave, 

Suz. But my trembling limbs refuse tne quite^ ! 

Fav. Be brave, you'll see that all Will yit be t%ht ! 
SuZ. My eyes are dim. 

Fav. No, BO keep up I 

Suz. Alone, alas I I seem to-be— 
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Fav. Are you .not near me ? 

Suz. And far from him who is all the world to me ! 

Fav. Nay, courage ! and all shall be as it should be. 

Suz. And surely you would never make 

An actress play against her heart ? 
Fav. Ah ! oft an actor's heart must ache, 

When laughter runs through all his part! 
Suz. I beg of you, in pity's name. 

This cruel thing you will not ask I 
Fav. Think that you save a woman's fame, 

And that will nerve you for the task. 
Be brave ! 
Suz. Oh, how I shudder— how I tremble ! 

I faint, 
Fav. No, don't— 

Suz. I die— 

Fav You won't! etc. 

Suz, (Trembling,) Oh, hence let me fly, 

Ere I faint — ere I die ! 
Fav. Was ever man so tried as I ? 

Suz. Oh, hence let me fly, etc 

Fav. But, all the same, she must not fly, etc. 

{Exit soldiers and all but Suzanne and Favart.) 
Suzanne. {Runs to Favart.) Ah, Monsieur Favart, any news 

from Hector ? 
Favart. No, nor from Justine either, and I depended on hearing 

from her. I said to myself, ** She will find some means or other " : 

but no, not a word from her. Ah, our situation has become any- 
thing but merry. 
Suzanne. What shall we do ? 
Favart. I don't knpw. AH my company are dressing themselves 

there in that little house which they have placed at my disposal. 

{Points to house ^ L.) But afterwards 

Suzanne. Afterwards. There is nothing left for me but to confess 

that I am not Madame Favart Oh, why did I come here I 
Favart. How were we to know that they wanted us to play a 

comedy ? It is all the &ult of that old wretch of a governor, that 

fossil Don Juan, that 
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Suzanne. Hushl He is here. 

PONTSABLE. {Entering quickly and going towards the tent^ k.) 
Madame Favart. {Sees Favart and Suzanne.) Oh, there 
you are ! I am crazy with delight. I have just come from the 
Marshal de Saxe. He has the gout 

Favart. I am glad to hear it. 

PoNTSABLE. {Astonished) What ? 

Favart. I mean, that I am sorry to hear he is not well. 

PoNTSABLE. The great man is confined to his arm-chair. (7b Su- 
zanne.) Otherwise he would have paid you a visit before this. 
He is delighted with everything. He knows that it is thanks to 
my address that you are in the camp and he has bombarded me 
with praises, — bombarded is the word. 

Favart. {A little ironically.) Praises that are well merited. 

PONTSABLE. I should say so, for I have done extremely well. 

Favart. Oh, yes. {Aside.) Blockhead. 

PoNTSABLE. {To Favart.) Now let US see how everything is 
going on. Have you finished your verses ? 

Favart. Almost. {Declaiming : ) 

*' O valorous son of Bellonat 
Whom a halo of glory surrounds — — " 

PoNTSABLE. Very good. And you, Madame, have you looked over 
your part ? 

Suzanne. (Embarrassed,) My part ! Oh, yes ; certainly. {Aside,) 
What a position to be in ! 

PONTSABLE. Everything is going well then, and I have some great 
news to tell you. The king is coming to the camp, and will be 
present at the performance. 

Favart. {Dismayed.) The king ! 

Suzanne. {Aside.) Heavens ! 

PONTSABLE. {To SuzANNE.) He has desired for a long time to see 
you play. Your fortune is made. {Goes up.) 

Suzanne. {To Favart.) There is no longer any time to hesitate. 

Favart. You must tell him all. 

Suzanne. Monseigneur. 

PONTSABLE. {Coming down.) Well ? 

Suzanne. Monseigneur, you have been deceived. I am not Ma- 
dame Favart ! 

PoNTSABLE. What i 



Favart. There is a mistake in the person. I have often done that 

in my plays. 
PONTSABLE. (7> SuzANNE.) Then who are you ? 
Suzanne. I am Madame de Boisprdau. 
PoNTSABLE. {Stupefied,) Hector's wife ! Is it possible ? 
Favart. Just so, Monseigneur. 
Suzanne. {With emotion,) And I pray you, Monseigneur, to allow 

me to return to my husband. 
PoNTSABLE. (Looking at her fixedly,) Good, good; I understand. 

Halhalhal 
Favart. (Aside; astonished,) Well, he takes the news gayly 

enough. 
PoNTSABLE. Splendid I delicious ! But hardly strong enough for me, 
Suzanne. What do you mean ? 
PoNTSABLE. You are trying to escape me again. Fi, for shame. 

You would like to play me another little trick, wouldn't you? 
Suzanne. I ? 

Favart What does he say ? . . ;-, ..: . 

PoNTSABLE. Only this time you are trying the sentimental- on me. 

But you can't catch me twice in the same trap. 
Favart. (^To himself:) He won't believe it. 

Suzanne. But, Monseigneur, I swear to you ■ ; ^ : 

PoNTSABLE. Yes, yes, I understand ; you are a most perfect actf-esiiy 

and I predict that when you play before his Majesty yoii will 

make a great success. Ah, ha, Madame de Boispr^ao^-^that isia 

little too much. Au revoir^ my dear ; au revoir, and take another 
look at your part. (Goes up,) 

Favart. Allow me, Monseigneur — ' ^ . ^ ,* 

PONTSABLE. ( With authority,) My dear Monseigneur Favart,.finish 

your verses, the time is drawing near. (Going.) Oh, no, no; I 

am not to be caught twice in the same trap. (Exit,y 
Favart. I was only waiting for something like that to happen.. 
SuzANNE. (Desperate.) What am I going to do now ? (Noise at 

the backs some soldiers appear,) >■ v 

Favart. What is that noise ? Retire to your tent, and let us wait 

for developments.. i. ..(,'. >i:.. 

Suzanne. (With a sigh,) Yes, let us wait. (Exit ifito. t0ni!% 
Favart. And 1 must go on making rhymes. (Gois off declaiming 

a/ffrily") 
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(Hector and Mad. Favart appear at the hack disguised as 
pedlers^ and surrounded by soldiers,) 

No, i8. — CHORUS AND TYROLIENNE. 



Cho. 



{Enter Mme. 



Sergeant. 

'Mme. F. 
IHec. 
Mme. F. 
Hec. 

Mme. F. 
Mme. F. > 
Hec. > 



Mme. F. 
Hec. 
Mme. F. 
Hec. 
Mme. F. 
Hec. 
Mme. F. 
Hec. 
Mme. F. 
Hec. 
Mme. F. 
Hsc. 



Hector, Mme. Favart & Chorus. 

See up the hill ascending 

Two pedlars come this way, 
On them let's be expending 

The balance of our pay I 
Not for ourselves we're buying, 
Favart and Hector.) 

Geegaws and such nicknacks ; 
But the ladies there are dying, 

To know what's in your pack I (Chorus Tacet.) 
But who you are you'll first be telling, 
And why into our camp you stroll ? 
We're pedlars, lo ! the goods we're selling, 
Our country is the far Tyrol. 
Shall we sing you 

Of our Country dear ? 
Then listen, I pray. 
And you'll hear, you will hear ! 
Hill and valley so dreary, 

With a light heart we roam. 
And we never are weary. 
When we jodel of Home ! 
La! la! la! etc. 
Npw's your time, ye sons of Mars ! 

Ladies, here's a new cosmetic I 
Try this brand of Swiss cigars, 
Poems for the sympathetic I 
Razors and two-bladed knives, 

All we want's your approbation ■ 
Buy for sweethearts or your wives I 

Selling o£E in liquidation. 
Hurry up ! ye men of blood ! 

Here, you see's a pocket pistol, 
Solitaire, or collar stud ; 
Di'mdnds froth the mines 6i Bristol ! 
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Mme. F. Humble is the sum we pray, 

Hec. Small the pittance we'd be earning, 

Mme. F. For our village far away, 

Hec. Our fond hearts are constantly yearning I 

Then buy I 
Mme. F. Then buy I etc. 

Mme. F. & Hec. Hill and valley so dreary, etc. 

Sergeant. You are both very clever, but we don't carry such things 

with us; do we, comrades ? 
Mme. F. So much the worse for you, then. 
Hector. If you would all get a little farther off we'd feel.better. 
Sergeant. All right; anything to be agreeable. Come, comrades* 

( T^^y go ^P to the back.) 
Mmb. F. So far, so good. We are at the camp ; now then, to find 

out where my husband is. 

Hector. {Closing his pack,) And my little wife. 

Mme. F. And to warn them that we have everything prepared for our 

flight, and that a carriage is waiting for us just outside the camp. 

Let us look about. 

Hector. {Placing the packs in the corner ^ r.) Yes, let us search at 
once, 

Mme. F. {Looking about and seeing the theatre,) A theatre I 

Hector. {Astonished.) So it is. 

Mme. F. How stupid I am to have my heart beat so at sight of it. 
And here is a play-bill. 

Hector. ( Trying to draw her away from it.) Come, come, we have 
no time to lose. 

Mme. F. {Reading the bill.) Madame Favart! {To Hector.) 
Just a minute. {Reads.) " The Camp Theatre, — at three 
o'clock, — a performance before the King — " {Stopping.) Before 
the King? {Continuing.) ^^La Chercheuse d^ Esprit^ — 'A 
Women of Spirit.* Madame Favart, will play the part of Nicette.** 
I? 

Hector. This is curious. 

Mme. F. It can't be. Impossible ! I cannot have read correctly. 

Hector. {Approaching the bill.) Yes, there it is, written plainly 
enough. 

Mme. F. {To herself.) And the King will be present; perhaps I 
could. But then this dress, — why, it would be only the more 
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originaL Pll do it. {Sees Sergeant Larose entering^ R.) Ser- 
geant ? 
Sergeant. WeU ? 

Mme. F. Is it really true that the King is in the camp ? 

Sergeant. Yes ; there is his tent back there. 

Mme. F. That one from which the flag is flying ? 

Sergeant. Yes. 

Mme. F. Thank you, Sergeant. 

Sergeant. Not at all. {Exit.) 

Hector. What are you going to do now ? 

Mme. F. {Resolutely.) Hector, I have another idea. 

Hector. An idea ? 

Mme. F. It is very reckless ; but it may save us. 

Hector. What is it ? 

Mme. F. I will tell you later. Wait here till I return. (.Runs off at 

back^ R.) 
Hector. She has left me all alone. {The soldiers have gone, a few 

at a time.) Ah, if I could only see my wife. Suzanne ! Suzanne I 
Suzanne. {Raising the curtain of her tent.) My name ? {Sees 

Hector, recognizes him and runs to him.) Hector 1 
Hector. {Embracing her.) Suzanne ! At last I see you again ! 
Suzanne. But how imprudent of you. 
Hector. There is no danger ; we are alone. 
Suzanne. But how have you managed to get into the camp ? 
Hector. You see; thanks to my pedler*s dress. Ah, do I really 

hold you in my arms again ? All the time you were away I was 

uneasy, tormented 

Suzanne. And jealous. 

Hector. Yes, jealous ; I have no hesitation in saying so. Do you 
think that it is very reassuring for a man to know that his young 
wife is in the middle of an army of 60,000 men, of whom there 
are at least 55,000 bold enough to attempt anything ? 

Suzanne. What nonsense ! Why, that is just what ought to reas* 
sure you. 

Hector. {Astonished.) How? 

No. 19. — AIR. — Suzanne & Hector. 

Suz. 'Tis not in number perillies, 

Or danger round a maid will hover, 
She'd rather fear the looks and sighs. 
Insidious, of one only lover I 
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For very plausible is he ! 

And very fond and weak is she, 

And my experience teaches me, 

Yes ; teaches me 

One lover may win a maid, 
Who laughs at a whole brigade. 
Hec. Who laughs at a whole brigade, etc. 

Hector. (Smiling^ You are right ; the number does reassure me. 
Suzanne. Well, it is all right now, and you are with me. Where 

is Madame Favart ? 
Hector. She was here just now, but left me like a flash. 
Suzanne. (^Astonished,) Where has she gone ? 
Hector. I don't know. 
Suzanne. But the time is passing. 

Hector. I know it. (JSees Mme. F. at the back,) Ah, there she is. 
Hector and Suzanne. (Going to her,) Where have you been ? 
Mme. F. I have been to see the King. 
Suzanne. What, you have dared — 
Mme. F. Yes ; and you ought to have seen the effect when the officer 

on duty announced ** Madame Favart.'' And that was all I was 

able to get out of him. 

Hectcr. It was a failure. 

Mme. F. Yes ; and now you see that I am obliged to play. 

Suzanne. It is impossible to disobey his Majesty. 

Mme. F. Well, I will take my part ; I will appear at this theatre ; I 

will play, sing, and dance. I will place my head and my heart at 

his service. I will set the stage on fire with my brilliancy, — and 

then we shall see. 
Hector. And what about us ? 
Mme. F. Oh, that is quite another affair. No matter what happens, 

you must shelter yourself from the anger of the governor. You 

must fly at once. 
Hector. And abandon you.? 
Suzanne. Never ! 
Mme. F. No more of such childish talk. Take this hat and mantle 

and go quickly. (Gives them to Suzanne.) 
Fonts ABLE. (Outside.) Very well, I am going to tell her. 
Mme, F. The Marquis I (Pushing them toward the back.) Go 
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quickly. (Hector and Svsasne ^o pf at lack.) 
PONTSABLC. (Entering and going towards the tent, R.) Let us see 

r i£ Madame Favart is ready^ 
Mme. F« .. I mast manage to detain him till they have time to escape. 

{Slapping him on the shoulder,) Good day, Marquis. 
PoNTSiiBLE. (Astonished.) Good day, Marquis ! Well, here is a 

familiar young man. 
Mme. F. a young man ? Look at me well. 
PONTSABLE. (Stupefied,) Madame de 9oispr^au ! What are you 

doing here, and in this dress ? 
Mme. F» (Sentimentally,) Ungrateful man ; can you ask me that ? 
PoNTSABLE. (Hesitating,) I asked you, because — because — I 

wanted to know. 
Mme. F. Pontsable, I promised you that if my husband had deceived 

me that I would deceive him through you. {With dignity,) An 

honest woman has only her word. 
POHTSABLE. (Joyfully,) And is it for my sake that you are here ? 
Mme. F. (With affected emotion^ For your sake alone. Don't 

you see my blushes ? 
Pontsable. Yes, I see them, and am overwhelmed with delight. 

Ah, divine woman ! you are truly a woman to be idolized ; a 

woman 

COTIGNAC (Entering hastily at the back.) Monsieur de Pontsable ? 

" Monsieur de Pontsable ? 
Pontsable. (Aside.) Her father ! 
Mme. F. (Aside.) He came just in time. 
Cotignac. (Coming down.) I came to tell you {Seeing Mme 

Y,,^and uttering a cry.) Ah! 
Pontsable. {Aside.) He has recognized his daughter. 
Cotignac. (Aside.) Hector's servant \ and disguised too ? 
Pontsable. ( To Mme. F.) Evade his anger. Go. 

Mme. F. Very well. {Aside.) Hector and his wife are far o£E by 
this time. Now, then, to dress myself. (Exit into house, L.) 

Pontsable. (Aside.) Now to calm the irritated father. 

Cotignac. (Aside, laughing.) It is indeed Toinon, Hector's ser- 
vant. Oh ! oh 1 

Pontsable. No noise; ho scandal, my dear Cotignac; I can 
liritierstand your anger ; it is perfectly right. Don't touch your 
sword. 
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COTIGNAC {Astonished,) I wasn't touching it. 

Fonts ABLE. You recognized the person who was here just now ? 

CoTiGNAC. Of course I recognized her. It was — 

Fonts ABLE. Hush, no noise, no scandal. Listen to me, Cotignac, I 

am very excusable, for I have loved this woman for a long time* 
Cotignac. {Surprised,) Fshaw ! 
FoNTSABLE. Yes, I love her, I adore her, and — {Quickly,) 

Don't touch your sword. 
Cotignac. I wasn't touching it. 
FoNTSABLE. You looked as though you were going to touch it. As 

for her, my friend, I swear to you that she is not guilty. 

Cotignac. What do you suppose I care whether she is guilty o 

not ? It is nothing to me. 
FoNTSABLE. Nothing to you ? 
Cotignac. Nothing at all ; and since you think so much of her, you 

have only to ask Hector and he will give her to you. 
FONTSABLE. Do you really think that he will ? 
Cotignac. Why not, he is very desirous of being agreeable to you ; 

and besides, I believe she has not been contented with him. 

FONTSABLE. Ah ! 

Cotignac. And he was on the point of giving her a week's warning 
FoNTSABLE. {Stupefied,) A week's warning ! What a strange way 

he has of expressing himself I 
Cotignac. Only I must say that you show very funny taste ; and it 

is to be regretted that at your age you must fall in love with 

scullery maids. 
FoNTSABLE. Scullcry maids, — what do you say ? This peasant boy 

is your daughter. 
Cotignac. My daughter ? 
FONTSABLE. Hcctor's wife. 

Cotignac. Not if I know anything about it ; it is his servant. 
FONTSABLE. {Furtous,) His servant ! He sent me a paid servant 

instead of his wife ! And I, a Fontsable, have made love to a 

scullery maid, a nymph of the pots and pans ? Oh, it is too much I 

Cotignac. Why, what is the matter ? 

Fay ART. {Entering quickly,) The King has arrived, — everybody 

are in their places, — we are lost ! 
Officer. {Entering, to Fontsable.) Monseigneur, his Majesty 

commands that the performance shall commence immediately* 
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(COTiGNACj^^j off quickly with the officer.) 

PoNTSABLE. (7<7 Favart.) MoDsicur, Call your artists at once. 

Favart. Yes, Monseigneur. {Goes towards house^ L.) M. Nar- 
quois ! Madame Madr6 ! 

Actors. {Entering.) Here we are. 

PONTSABLE. On the stage ! on the stage ! And Madame Favart, — 
where is she ? I must hasten to tell her. Oh, my head I {Goes 
quickly into tent^ R. The actors go into the theatre) 

Favart. {Alone) All is over now. The bomb is about to burst. 
There is but one way left open for me, — death I Vatel killed 
himself for less than that. Let me follow the example of that illus- 
trious cook. {Draws his swordy is directing the point towards 
his breast^ when he hears the chorus behind me scenes and stops,) 

No. 20.— DUET & CHORUS— Mme. Favart & Favart. 

Fav. Yes, be brave, if but for a moment ! 

Yes, have courage, my own deai wife ! 
We play for love, my own, if not for life I 
Cho. {Off.) Long live the king ! 
Mme. F. The king! 

Cho. O'er all victorious ! 

Mme. F. The king! 

Cho. Long may he live — God save the king ! 

Mme. F. 'Tis the king ! They shout his name. 

Fav. The king ! Yes, hark th'acclaim I 

Cho. His reign be glorious — 

Mme. F. 'Tis the king ! 

My courage is fast fleeting ! 
Fav. Falter not, in moment such as this ! 

How shall I. still thy heart beating? 
Mme. F. yow still my heart wildly beating ? Oh, give to me— - 
Fav. Yes, give to thee ? Mme. F.One loving kiss I 

Favart. {Takes his sword again,) Let us have it over with. O 

Justine ! Justine ! where are you ? 
Mme. F. {Entering in the costume of Nicette.) Here I am. 
Favart. You ! is it really you ? here, and in the costume of Nicette? 

How does it all happen? 
Mme. F. I will explain all later, but now I am trembling all over, I 

am so afraid. 

No. 21.— DUO.— "ONE LOVING KISS I »' 

Mme. Favart. Favart. 

Mme. F. I'm braver now I 

Fav. Ah, timid heart ! 

Mme. F. Must I then go ? 

Fav. Think of thy art 

Mme. F. And of thy love 
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F A V. For one so dear. 

Mme. F. Another kiss! 

Fav. Yes ! One more here ! [Kissing other cheek^ 

Mme. F. My heart is strong ! 

Fav. Now, dearest, go ! 

Mme. F. I am prepared, 

Fav. Come weal, come woe ! 

Mme. F. But leave me not — 

Fav. . Nay I sweetest bride, Pm by thy side I 
Both. How good a thing, when lowering is the weather, 
If heart and lips come lovingly together I 
Tho' storms may rage, serenely we the danger greet/ 
In such a moment, death itself were sweet ! 
Until we meet, farewell, my sweet I Farewell ! 

{Exit Mme. F. into theatre at end of duet.') 

Favart, Oh, I have come to life again. Places, — places. (Going 
up the ladder.) I will strike three blows for the signal to com- 
mence. {^Disappears.) 

POKTSABLE. {Entering B.,^ from tent,) She is not there, — J have . 
searched everywhere. Where can she have gone ? {Three loud 
knocks heard tn the theatre.) 

Favart. {Reappearing.) The curtain has risen. 

PoNTSABLE. {Angrily.) You must be crazy. Madame Favart is 
not here. 

Cotignac. {Entering quickly.) Monseigiieur, Monseigneur ! 

PONTSABLE. What is it ? 

Cotignac. They have just seized a man and a woman who were 

trying to leave the camp. 
PoNTSABLE. {Furious.) What is that to me ? 
Cotignac. They are going to bring them before you. 

PoNTSABLE. I havcn't the time to * . 

Sergeant* (.Outside.) Here they are. {Sergeant and two soldiers 

enter with Hector and Suzanne.) 
PONTSABLE. I tell you that I — — {Recognizing them^) What ? 
Cotignac. {Very much surprised.) My daughter and my son^in-^w; 
PONTSABLE. {Overjoyed) Hector and Madame Favart (/<?HEq-, 

TOR.) Ah, ah, I understand ; an abduction. You wished to take 

her away from here that she might miss the performance. 
Favart. {From the theatre^ Be quiet, down there ; my wife is on 

the stage. 
PoNTSABLE. On the Stage ? It is impossible, since •^— 
Favart. How impossible ? (^Applause at the back.) You must be 

as deaf as a post. Don't you hear the applause ? {Applaudijig 

with all his might.) Brava, Justine ; braval 
PoNTSABLE {All confused.) I don't know anything any more. Oh, 

my head ! {Forcibly.) Who has deceived me here r 
Hectok. You have deceived yourself, Marquis. 

PoNTSABLE. What ? 
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I SvsAifNB. i^Qtttcify,) But you will pardon as. 

PoNTSABLE. Pardon you ! Madame, who then are yoo ? 
1 Suzanne. I have already told you, Monseigneur. ' 
^'Hector. My wife. 
; €oTiGNAC. And my daughter. 
Fonts ABLE. His wife ? His daughter ? Oh, my head t You have 
been mocking at me^ then ; but you shall pay dearly for this. 
Ventre bleu / 
Qmnes. {Supplicating.) Monseigneur? 
rFoKTSABLE. Stop! {To the Sergeant,) Quick! some writing 
materials. {Savagely to Hector.) You have baffled me, Mon- 
sieur. You have made a fool of me, — a Pontsable ! But each 
one in his turn. I have got you now, and I am going to take iny 
revenge. Oh, my head ! my head ! 
Favart. {From the theatre.) Will you be quiet down there ? You 
are interrupting the performance. If you donH stop, they will put 
you out, you old magpie. 
,. Pontsable. You scoundrel ! 

-^Suzanne. {To her husband,) My poor Hector ! {The Sergeant 
brings a drum, and pen^ ink^ and paper. He holds tJie drum 
while Pontsable writes:) 
Favart. (From the theatre,^ Everything is going beautifully. 
Keep it up, my children. Now for the lines to the public. {Look" 
ing through the folds of the canvas^) Good ! very good 1 "the 
King has smiled ! The great King has deigned to smile ! {Pro* 
longed applause.) What a success ! I begin to feel delirious. 
{Applause.) Brava I brava! We have done magnificently! 
{Comes down the ladder,) 
. Scn^DiERS. {At the back,) Hurrah for Favart ! 
..t Favart. Thanks, worthy soldiers. {Waving his hat,) Long live 
the army ! {Enter soldiers and the actors,) 

No. 22.— CHORUS.— "BRAVA! WELL DONE!" 

Cho. Brava ! Well done ! Madame Favart ! 
Of art and of beauty, queen you are ! 
Surely, witchcraft's o'er us stealing. 
For rough old soldiers at your feet are kneeling ! 
Brava ! Favart ! Well done, Favart ! 

At the end of the chorus^ Mme. F. comes down from the theatre and 

runs to her husband 
Mme. F. Oh, Charles ! Charles ! {Throwing herself into his arms,) 

Support me ! I feel as if I was going to die ! 
Favart. Why, what is it ? You are crying. 
Mme. F. They are tears of joy and pleasure. Oh, I am so happy! 
Officer. {Entering with a bouquet which he presents to Mme. F.) 

From his Majesty. 
Favart. The success is complete. What a great kmg, — and what 

a big bouquet! 
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Mme. F. It is superb. {Looking at it*) What is this, — a letter ?' 

( Taking it from bouquet.) 
Fonts ABLE. {Having finished writings goes to Mme. F.) Brava, 

Madame ! brava ! while you have triumphed on your side, I have 

also triumphed on mine. {Pointing to Hector and Suzanne.) 
Mme. F. {Astonished.) What ! You here ? 
Suzanne. Alas 1 

Hector. We were recaptured while leaving the camp. 
Fonts ABLE. {Showing the paper which he holds in his hand») Here 

are my orders. You will take this person to prison. {Pointing 

to Hector.) Soldiers, secure your prisoner. 
Mme. F. ( Who has been reading the letter which she took from the 

bouquet.) Wait one moment. {Stops the soldiers by a gesture.) 

{To FoNTSABLE.) You have no longer any right to give such 

orders. 

PONTSABLE. What ? 

Mme. F. {Holding out the letter to him,) Read this; the King 

accepts your resignation. 
PoNTSABLE. {Stup^ed) My resignation ! But I haven't resigned. 
Mme. F. His Majesty thinks that you need repose. {Laughing.) 

And really I think that he is right. 
PoNTSABLE. {Dolorousfy.) Oh, ray head! 

Hector and Suzanne. {Seizing Mme. Favart's hands.) Ah, 

Madame 

Favart. (Looking at the bouquet,) Wait a bit ; here is something 

else in the bouquet 
Mme. F. Let us see what it is. {Drawing out another letter,) 
CoTiGNAC. {Gayly.) It is not a bouquet, out a letter-box. 
Mme. F. (To Favart, Jiaving read,) The King grants jrou the 

management of the Opera Comiquc. Here is the order all signed. 
Favart. Brava I I en^ge you as my first prima-donna. 
PoNTSABLE. Madame, you are a demon ! 
Favart. {Fiercely) An angel, Monseigneur. 
Mme. F. {Smiling,) Neither one or the other; only a woman. {To 

FoNTSABLE.) And one whose wits were sufficient to vanquish 

you. 
PoNTSABLE. She is just my ideal! 

No. 23.— FINALE.— TUTTI AND CHORUS. 

Suz. Now, all is over, 

Lover meet lover ; 
Hec. The drum gives place to joyous bell I 

Mme. F. Fast all our sorrow^ 

Laughter to-morrow ! 
Fav. For all is well that endeth well I 

Cho. Now, all is over, etc 

Curtain. 
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